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| Hope to God He Hears Me 


Author's Notes: 

Ok! *deep breath* First Axl/Slash fic! Here we go! No turning back now! *fingers crossed* The usual, love 
both of these guys and mean them no disrespect whatsoever. (Actually this is one of my favorite pairings, so 
there ya go) Enjoy. :-) (sorry about the cliche title, | just love this song so much..) 


By the way, this fic was inspired by this event: 
htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rAJFfYZ600q 
For those who can't view the video, Axl sliced his hand open onstage (in front of 25,000 people) on a broken 


mic stand at one of their concerts. ow.. 


Sharp, white-hot pain coursed through my veins. | couldn't move, my wrists were weighed down by something. 
| didn't want to open my eyes to find out. It made me feel so sick, beads of sweat rolling down my face, 
sticking like glue in my hair. | was so scared. It hurt so bad.. | wanted to die.. | squeezed my eyes shut, gasping 


for air and struggling against the restraints. | could hear panicky voices above me, and a hot light shining on 


my face. 


"Hold on, sweetie, hold on, | know it hurts." The paramedic. 
"Axl, you have to relax." 
"Its gonna be ok" 


My friends. My bandmates. They were pleading with me to stop freaking the fuck out. And a paramedic too. 
The one that took me back to the First Aid tent. She seemed sweet; a middle-aged woman with pretty brown 
hair. Probably had grandkids that she nursed back to health when they fell on the playground. Without opening 
my eyes, | could picture her above me, trying to stop the blood that was flowing copiously from my right 
hand. 


"Ax, it's me. Its Slash. Everything's gonna be ok The docs are going to fix you up. We're right here." 


Slash? My heart pounded even faster when | heard his voice. His voice was so soft, so gentle, and so near. | 
could feel his deep, soulful brown eyes looking at me, hearing the worry in his voice. | was glad to have him 
near me. He made me feel so calm and warm. | liked being with him, he made me smile, even if | didn't show it. 


But we had a fight tonight... In front of 25,000 people.. Right when this whole thing began. 


| didn't even realize what had happened at first. | grabbed the mic stand like usual. And suddenly | saw black 
and blue lightning flash in front of my eyes, the sharp pain in my right hand was so intense | almost threw up 
right then and there. But | bit my lip and kept going, watching my hand open up and gush blood like the Niagara 
River.. The sound engineer waved me offstage to wrap my hand so | could finish.. And he laughed up there 
onstage. Muttered something about "another costume change". At least, | thought that's what I'd heard. And 
before | knew it, | almost decked him right there. My blood was boiling. That motherfucker, | thought. But | 
know now: l'm wrong. He wasn't making fun of me. l-I needed to tell him that | know that now. But there was 


something else | had to tell him too. | needed to find my voice- 


"S-slash.." | choked out, trying not to cry. My hand felt as if someone were shoving red-hot stakes right into 
it and twisting them. | heard his breath catch a little. Did he move closer to me? 


"Yeah, Axl?" | heard his voice. That sweet voice that | loved hearing so much. | wished | could hear it more; it 


was a shame he was so shy. 


"l-Im sorry.. For everything. It's all my fault.. | shouldn't have threatened you onstage.. | was wrong. I'm so 
sorry." | breathed, trying not to throw up. My stomach was not where it was supposed to be.. Something 
touched my shoulder. Something soft and warm. It was comforting. 


"IFs ok, Axl. | forgive you. | was wrong too.. | guess | should've taken it more seriously than | did. | treated it 
like a fucking joke. But it wasn't funny at all. So, I'm sorry too." He was silent for a second. The pain was 


blinding. "Does it hurt a lot?" 


| nodded. Now | really felt like | was going to puke. But | didn't want to do it in front of him. | was feeling really 


dizzy now. So glad | was lying down, even if this table was uncomfortable. 


"Axl?" | opened my eyes as best as | could The pain was so awful, and that goddamned light was right in my 
face. The sweet middle-aged paramedic was at my right side. She looked concerned. Slash was at my left, 


equally as concerned. | couldn't see much of his face behind his hair. 


"Honey, I'm sorry, but there isn't much | can do for your hand. This is a really deep, jagged wound. | can see 
some of the bones in your hand through the wound, and you're losing a lot of blood. This is some extensive 
damage, stitches alone won't fix this. And even if they would, | don't have a suture kit. You have to go to the 
ER, they'll be able to give you proper treatment. I'm sorry, sweetheart." And she sounded it. | nodded. | was 
gonna pass the fuck out-- 


Ill be ok, Axl" Duff said quietly, standing next to Slash, who bit his lip. | stared at Slash, struck by how white 
his own face was. | didn't want to see him like that. | didn't want him to worry over me. Tears gathered at the 
corners of my eyes, threatening to spill over onto the bed. | wanted the pain to stop. All of it. My hand was on 


fire. My heart hurt. And | wanted to curl up against that beautiful man and forget it all, even if it meant 
bleeding to death. | would do it. 


| didn't notice the paramedic leave. The sounds around me became a blur of noise. | closed my eyes again, the 


tears | tried to hold back now falling. They stung my eyelids. 


"Come on, Axl, sit up. We need to get you to the hospital" Doug's voice was above me somewhere; my eyes 
were still closed. | could feel his hand on my stomach, shaking me gently. It seemed pushy. | didn't want him 
near me now, or touching me. | flinched away from him, my wrists now freed from their bonds, and almost fell 


off the bed. A strong pair of arms caught me around the middle, their grip sure, but gentle. | looked up. 


It was Slash. His eyes were wide. | loved his eyes. | could lose myself in them.. Blood dripped down my fingertips. 
| could feel it. | felt sick again. | was scared. So fucking scared | was going to bleed to death before | could even 
get to the ER. Scared the doctors wouldn't be able to fix my hand. No! | couldn't think like that! Slash, arms 
still around my middle, dragged me up slowly from the floor. The rest of the band was staring, concerned. | 
leaned on Slash heavily, not trusting my legs, which were turning into wet noodles. 


"We have a car waiting. You guys go back to the hotel, I'll take Axl to the ER" Doug said, trying to pry me out 
of Slash's sure embrace. No! | didn't want Doug to be the one there with me in the hospital, staring at me, 
removed, as they shoved needles into me and stuck leads onto my chest. Slash would sit by my bedside and 
hold my hand, reassuring me that he wasn't going to leave my side at all. That's who | wanted with mel 


"No! Slash!" | cried out, wincing in pain from my hand, which stung and burned like fire. "Slash, l-l want you to 
go with me. Only you." Slash stared at me, mouth slightly open. | thought saw his cheeks go slightly pink. He 


walked over to me and | leaned onto him. 


"Ok" Slash said, leading me out of the tent. No one else moved. | felt so free by his side, so calm even though | 
had an open wound the size of a golfball in my dominant hand. | wanted him by my side. | needed to tell him 


the feelings he gave me, what he was giving me right now.. how much it meant to me.. 
He pushed into the backseat of the car first, making sure | didn't bump my injured hand on anything. He got in 


and sat next to me. My heart jumped a little. His body was so close to mine.. the heat from it was amazing.. 


"Slash?" | said softly, trying so hard not to cry from the pain in my hand, and from what | was about to say 
to my best friend. He turned to me, and a lump shot up into my throat. | swallowed hard. Where do | start? 


"Ow." | moaned, as the stabbing pain in my hand began to throb in time to my heartbeat. | clutched it to my 
chest, the thick gauze around it becoming stained with rose-red blood. He bit his lip in worry, and pulled my 
head onto his shoulder, caressing my cheek with his hand. His other hand was resting on my leg. Tears were 


pouring like rain down my face; | couldn't hold them back. 

"Axl.. shhhh.. it's ok, don't cry. | know it hurts. We're gonna get you to the hospital. It's ok. I'm right here." His 
soothing voice was right next to my ear. It was like music. | moved even closer to him. He smelled like cinnamon 
Tic-Tacs, Jack Daniels, and cigarettes. | wiped my eyes. | wanted to tell him, | had to. Soon | would overflow with 
it. 

"Slash?" | breathed, in pain, next to him. 


"Yes, Axl?" | took a deep breath and swallowed. All | could hear was the thumping of my heart inside of my 
body, and praying he couldn't feel it. 


"LI think | love you." 


Hold On 


Author's Notes: 

Ok! | felt really motivated, so | took a stab at the second chapter. | feel like I'm being too hard on myself, but | 
am hypercritical | guess. This is the result. | am happy with it, after my inner editor attempted to beat me 
over the head several times. | wanted to save that great confession scene for a little longer.. 


He didn't say anything. Not a word. Not even a noise to remind me that he was still in the car with me. 
Nothing. | must have shocked him cold. | didn't say anything else. | was afraid to. | didn't want to push him 
away. | was so scared; what if he hated me now? | didn't want him to hate me-he was surely going to hate 


me now-my hand throbbed-| just wanted to end it all. Fuck it. Fuck my hand, fuck everything! 


"Slash?" | couldn't stop myself from saying it. | wanted to say it. | didn't want him to be so quiet. It worried 

me. A sharp pain shot through my hand, and | cried out, trying not to cry anymore than | already was. Fuck, 
fuck, fuck.. | wanted him to talk to me, to say something to me to let me know he was still with me..fuck, my 
hand hurts so badll 


Something warm and soft slid gently down my side, pulling me in closer, closer. Soon, my body was touching his, 
my seatbelt straining against my waist painfully. | saw him out of the corner of my eye; his black, soft curls 
now touching my forehead and face. | felt a release of pressure as he undid my seatbelt and pulled me onto 
his lap, pressing me to his chest. | could feel the warmth of his body radiating from him, he was like a warm 
oven. He wrapped his arms around my shoulders, caressing them tenderly. | felt a dull heat flare up in my 
face. | wanted to look at him, to meet his chocolate-brown eyes, but | couldn't find the courage. He took my 
right wrist and pressed my injured hand to my chest, making sure it was above my heart and out of harm's 
way. His chest was soft and warm, and | could faintly hear his heartbeat over the sound of the tires. God, this 
was amazing.. | couldn't even feel the pain anymore, or sadness, or regret, or anything.. Just to be close to 


him like this, to stay like this.. That was all | wanted. | could die like this. 


He still didn't say anything, but he rested his chin on top of my head and gently ran his fingers through my 
long, still-slighthy-damp hair. It was like the whole world stopped. Nothing mattered anymore, it was just me 
and him. No fucking deadlines, no annoying crew members yelling at each other over something dumb, no 


stupid, shallow chicks hanging on our every word, eying our wallets and our dicks-it was just us. To be close to 


him like this felt fucking incredible. | breathed. It was like a drug. 


"Shhhhh.." Slash said softly to me, brushing my hair out of my face and wiping the tears from my eyes. He 
held me a little closer to him. "Hs ok, Ax. Hold that thought a little longer, ok? We need to get you looked at 
first. Just hold on" Hold on.. Such a soothing voice.. 


| swallowed thickly, tears falling from my eyes. He held me close as | cried, my shoulders shaking with sobs. 
Slash held onto me, dabbing at my face and shushing me, never letting go of me, until we got to the ER. 


Please Don't Leave 


Author's Notes: 
Third chapter holy crapll! | am so happy about this!!! | have a hard time finishing anything | write, so adding all 
of these chapters to my stories is a huge challenge for me, and this is a good sign for mel Huge thanks to all 


reviewed and favorited, you rock my world. And thanks for being patient with me, | know I'm a special case. 


o///o 


| tried to be as accurate as possible with the medical know-how. This is based on a real event, and | also drew 
from my own personal experiences getting stitches *shudder*. | know this is a lot of fluff.. Bear with me. The 
best is still coming. :-) 


(Also, | was listening to "Snow (Hey Oh)" by the RHCP [<3] while writing this chapter. It fit for me for some 


reason) 


We sat there in the ER, just Slash and |. The ugly clock on the wall in the room read 2 o'clock. The white lights 
above me were so bright they were giving me a headache. | closed my eyes. There was so much commotion in 


the hall: phones ringing, people talking, alarms going off, wheels rolling. It was like being in a fucking airport. 


He was there. Right by the bed, his bushy hair covering his eyes. He looked like a poodle. | could feel him 
watching me underneath his hair. | didn't want to be here; | hated hospitals so much. | wanted to go home and 


fucking sleep, forget this ever happened! It hurt so bad.. 


| bit my lip and moaned low in my throat. Please, God or whoever is fucking in charge up there, please make it 


stop.. 


| felt a soft, warm hand squeeze my shoulder. His hand. It was so gentle and careful. But | didn't open my eyes. 


Damn those bright lights.. 

"Shh... It's ok, Ax. It'll be ok. I'm right here." 

| turned my head to look at him now, slowly opening my eyes. And there he was, just like he said. My heart 
fluttered in my chest, and | could feel myself relaxing a little. It made me so happy to see him there, though it 


hurt to see him look so worried. 


Slash.please don't look like that. | hate to see that look on your face." | said, my heart getting heavy. He 


stared, a little confused, and swallowed before he answered. 


"Well, |-l'm worried about you, Axl." Slash mumbled, fidgeting a little. My breath caught, and my heart skipped 
a few beats. He's worried about me? And.is he blushing? He folded and refolded his fingers before he opened 


his mouth again "I really-care about you a lot.. and you're in so much pain.| hate seeing you like this too." 


Now | felt bad for making him worry. Guilt settled deep in my stomach, and it didn't seem like it was going 
away anytime soon. | felt a lump rising up into my throat. Jesus, my fucking emotions were all out of whack 


now! 
"I'm sorry to worry you." | said, and | meant it. | wanted him to know | meant it. 


"Don't be sorry, man. That wasn't your fault. Any one of us could have touched that broken mic stand. You 
just happened to be the unlucky one who grabbed it first. But don't be scared. The doc is going to patch you 
up, and you'll be back to normal in a week" said Slash, scratching his head lazily. He never did anything quickly. 
Secretly, | liked that about him. 


Not long after that, a doctor did knock on the door. She had short brown hair, was probably taller than me, 
and had the usual hospital getup on. Even Slash looked up. She seemed nice enough. Trying to be gentle, she 
unwrapped the blood-soaked gauze around my hand. | cried out in pain, seeing spots in front of my eyes as she 
stripped the bandage away. Fuck, fuck, fuck! | felt sick to my stomach and | could feel the pain shooting up into 


my arm. | screwed my eyes shut- 


Slash was holding my hand. | knew it was his hand in mine. | knew the calloused fingers, scratchy but somehow 

gentle, and the warmth that radiated from them. He squeezed my hand gently. | almost cried at how tender his 
touch was. There was so much | wanted to say, but couldn't. God damn it! | felt the ten-thousand stakes being 

driven into my palm, one right after the other. | felt so sick. | didn't want to turn my head, | was so scared | 


was going to puke. My heartbeat was pounding in my hand, which made me feel even sicker. 


The next 30 minutes were one huge blur. | remember something cold being swabbed around the edges of my 
hand. The doctor wouldn't let me look at what she was doing and | didn't want to anyway; | probably would have 
thrown up then. Then a few seconds went by where nothing happened. Suddenly | felt a sharp, burning prick in 
the center of my hand, like a red-hot barb. | felt it two more times. | screamed; | couldn't hold it in. Hot tears 
streamed down the sides of my face, falling into my hair. Something soft and warm caressed my neck 


delicately, gently playing with my hair.. 


Cold, numbing, tingling cold spread through my hand, as it someone had stuck it in ice water. There was nothing. 
My eyes were closed, | couldn't even see the bright light through my eyelids. What the hell? Did | faint? Was | 
unconscious? | felt like | was neither here, nor there. But that soft, warm touch..! could still feel that. It was so 
rice, so relaxing. | knew that touch... Please, God, don't let him stop, that feels so nice- 


Slash's grip on my hand tightened, and | could feel his hand trembling on mine. It felt good to have him there 
with me.. Slash, | love you. | really do. | have to tell you. | will 


| opened my eyes and there he was, right next To me. His eyes were wide with concern, one hand still holding 


mine. He was still here.. 


"Please don't leave me Slash. Please." | said weakly, feeling fucking awful. He blinked. 


"| would never leave you, Axl. Never. I'll be right here, just like | said" He smiled warmly at me. Tears gathered 


in my eyes. No, not in front of him, Axl, dammit.. 
"Don't cry, Axl. Its over. The doc stitched you up. She bandaged it and splinted it too." 


| looked over at my injured hand. It was wrapped in a soft cloth bandage, my middle two fingers strapped to 
some weird bar that ran down my hand. | couldn't move my hand at all, or feel it, and | knew better than to. | 


didn't want to go through all that again. | shuddered, my stomach twisting again 
"| don't remember that." | said, looking at the splint. 


"You passed out. Right after she numbed it. Apparently your wound was too deep for local anesthesia alone. So 
when she tried to stitch it up, you still felt the pain and--" his voice trailed off as he passed a hand over his 
face. He looked almost relieved. | still felt fucking awful. 


"She wants to keep you for a little to make sure you're ok. And she wants you to rest." said Slash. | looked at 


him. 
"You stayed." | said. He blinked, looking at me. 


‘Of course.. | promised | wouldn't leave you." He squeezed my hand, looking at his feet. "You..you scared me, you 
know. | was so worried about you." His voice shook. "I couldn't stand seeing you like that, so pale and in so much 
pain. It hurt." His face was pained. The tears were blurring my eyes. How could | let this happen to him; why 


did | worry him so much? 


Slowly, | propped myself up on my elbows and turned to him. | gently lifted his chin up, so that his eyes were 
meeting mine. His eyes—they looked so worried and sad. Softly, | touched my forehead to his. | could see the 
dark shadows under his eyes from all the nights we'd all been up late. His skin was so smooth, almost like milk. 
| could hear his quiet breathing, like the gentle wind in the trees. It was so soothing. | moved in- 


Gently, | placed a kiss on his forehead underneath his hair. And | waited, holding my breath for what felt like an 
eternity. 


He didn't pull away. | felt soft hands fold around my waist; | pulled him into me. Our bodies were touching. | 
closed my eyes. He rested his head on my shoulder, exhaling deeply against my neck. 


Slash, | love you. 


Even on the Darkest Night.. 


Author's Notes: 
Here it is!!! | never thought writing daily would ever help me conquer my writer's block, but it really is! Maybe 
| can start tackling some of my other projects that | have been stuck on now. Thanks again to all the 


reviewers and readers! You guys are incredible. <3 


| am writing this after just having accidentally whacked my hand on a metal paper towel holder (ow!) so | am in 


pain, and it is getting hard to type. So, if you see any spelling errors, please let me knowll! Have fun. :-) 


"Urgent surgery.” 


Those two little words was all it took. The numbness from my hand engulfed the rest of my body in one wave. 
Sweat started to pour from my forehead, and | felt sick to my stomach again, my heart thudding in my ears. 
Apparently, | had damaged all the soft tissue in my hand when | ripped the fucking thing open on that broken 
mic stand. | had cut through the fat, muscle and all the connective tissues surrounding the bones in my hand. | 
just barely avoided nicking the bones themselves. But if | didn't have surgery within the next 48 hours, my 
risk of infection was very high, and there was a chance that I'd never be able to use my right hand again. 
That alone scared the ever-loving shit out of me. 


| could feel my breath coming in shallow gasps, like a fish out of water. The air that | could draw in seared my 
lungs. This wasn't happening to me.. This was a terrible fucking dream. When | woke up, we'd still be at the 
hotel, getting ready to go down for breakfast. I'd never had surgery ever. Not once. What if | never woke up 
again? What if it went so badly wrong that my hand was permanently useless? Dammit, no! Don't think like 
that! I'll make it, I'll make it- 


It was an accident. | was just in the wrong place at the wrong time. Why the fuck does this always happen to 


me?! 


| was crying for real this time; not just tears falling here and there like earlier, no, | was full-on fucking 
sobbing right there in the goddamn emergency room of an Ohio hospital. Warm hands snaked up my back and 
encircled my shoulders. | felt the bed dip, as Slash jumped up on the mattress of the bed next to me. His 
hands were around my shoulders. Tenderly, he pulled me into his arms and just held me. My forehead was 
touching his warm chest, and | gripped his AC/DC shirt as if my life depended on it, my tears staining the 
black cotton. He rubbed my back, sometimes playing with my hair. | loved that so much.. 


We called Doug and broke the news to him. | can't say he sounded super happy on the phone about this whole 
fucking mess, but | wasn't very thrilled myself, especially since | was the one who was actually going through 
it, damn it. He made a few phone calls and found this state-of-the-art orthopedic hospital in New York City 


that was supposedly one of the best in the world or some-odd nonsense, and they said they could get me in in 


a few hours. He called Trans World and booked me a ticket. 


Slash insisted on going with me. He protested to Doug that he didn't want to put me on a plane by myself, let 
alone abandon me while they were doing surgery. So Doug put him on the plane too. Just the two of us. My 
bad arm was in a sling and a special metal brace, so | had a hell of a time getting through airport security. 
Slash carried a small backpack with a couple of things he thought | might need: a sweatshirt, my contact case, 
socks, some snacks. He even carried it. | couldn't help but smile at him through the thick fog | was in. He looked 
at me and smiled back. | thought | felt butterflies somewhere in my stomach, and | know my face turned as 


red as my hair.. 


The sky was dark. All the lights on the plane were off. The people around us were sleeping or reading. The loud 
hum of the huge jet surrounded us. Slash and | sat next to each other, me t the window. | loved looking out 
the window, at the spiderwebs of lights below us, sparkling and glimmering in the darkness, but | wasn't in the 


mood for it now. 


"Axl? You ok?" Slash said in my ear, hardly audible over the roar of the turbines. | looked up at him, right into 
his eyes. | could actually see them, free from his massive mop of curly hair. | bit my lip, tears welling up in 


my eyes. In just a few short hours, I'd go under the knife- 


"No.." | said, the tears falling down my face like rain. | covered my mouth, trying not to make any noise and 
wake up the passengers around me. He took my face gently in his hands, brushing the tears out of my eyes, 
caressing my face silkily. | leaned into his touch; his hands were so warm and inviting. | leaned even further 
into him, resting my head on his shoulder, crying quietly. He put his arm around me, massaging my shoulders 
and pulling my head into his shoulder, his curls tickling my face. | breathed in his scent: bourbon, nicotine and 


cinnamon Tic- Tacs. 


“Shhh...” Slash said soothingly. | felt his voice vibrate inside his throat, traveling into the top of my head. 
"Shhh..lt's ok, Axl. I'm here. Don't cry. Everything's going to be ok, | promise. It ll be over before you know it, 
you'll see. Just try and relax, ok?" | nodded slowly, swallowing the lump in my throat with some difficulty. | 
leaned into him even more, feeling his warmth around me like a blanket. | wanted to just melt into him and 
forget all this; | wanted him to keep holding me in his arms, shushing me and telling me that everything would 


be ok. | nuzzled his neck gently. He laughed softly. | liked that sound. 


"That's better. Now try and get a little rest. I'll wake you up when we get close to the airport, ok?" | nodded, 
settling into him more comfortably. This was pure fucking bliss- 


"Axl?" | heard Slash's voice again. 
"Yeah?" | answered quietly, eyes closed, not moving. 
Wordlessly, he planted a soft kiss right above my ear. My face flushed so hot | thought | would start 


sweating! l'm not dreaming, right? Did that really just happen? | smiled from ear to ear through my misery. 


Well, if that was a dream, it was a really fucking good dream. 


| fell asleep on his shoulder, his arm around me. 


Want 


Author's Notes: 

Ok, chapter number 5, and my first time writing anything of a (sort-of) smutty nature. So terrified as to how 
this is going to be received, but | threw caution to the winds on this one. We'll see. Thanks to those who have 
stuck with me on this and given me inspiration and confidence. You guys are amazing and | would be nowhere 


without you. 


Less fluffy this time. | myself was starting to get lost in the fluff a little. Sorry about the length of this one 


as well. As you were. 


| stared up at the blank, high white ceiling of my bedroom. The sun was shining through the curtains, and the 
sheets were crisp and comfortable. | played with my pillowcase absently. Wow.. | can't remember my bed ever 


being this comfortable.. it was nice. 


There was a knock on my door, and Beta came in with a glass of orange juice. | sat up in bed and took it from 
her. She was smiling genuinely, as usual, and it warmed my heart. | was always happy to see her; she was like 
a combination of a mother and grandmother to me, and | owed her big time. She took such good care of me 


and looked after me. The woman was an angel. 


"I apologize for bothering you on your day off Axl, but Slash is at the door. He wanted to know if he could stop 
in to see you today." Beta said maternally. | blinked. Slash? Well, this was a rather nice surprise. Maybe he 
called and | just didn't hear the phone or something. Besides, it's not like it inconvenienced me; it was my day 


off, | had nothing better to do. And..! liked seeing him. 


“Sure, you can send him in, Beta. Thank you." | smiled, drinking the juice. She took the empty glass from me and 
nodded. A few seconds later, Slash entered my room. | sat up completely in bed. 


"Hi Slash, whats up, man?" | asked, hugging him. He grinned and sat down on my bed next to me, so close that 


our legs touched. My heart skipped a little, and | really hoped it didn't show in my face. 


"Not much, Ax, not much." Slash said, scratching his nose, still looking at me. | waited for him to say something 
else, but he didn't. | waited a few seconds before clearing my throat. "Did | wake you up?" 


‘Oh, no, I've been up for about fifteen minutes. | just haven't gotten out of bed to get dressed yet." | grinned 
amicably. It was no big deal; after all, we'd lived together for how long in much closer quarters. I'd seen Slash 


naked so many times | could draw him from memory.. and he looked like a fucking god. 


"So, uh, did we have a meeting or something today that | forgot about? If we did, l'm sorry." | said, trying to 
figure out why he was here. Not that | minded him being here, | just wanted him to tell me what brought on 


this surprise visit. And maybe | could get him to stay. 


‘Oh, no, we didn't have any plans today." Slash said, still smiling at me. That smile.. man, it was gorgeous. He had 
such straight, white teeth, like pearls. And he smiled when he was truly happy; he never faked a smile, not 
ever. It brightened my heart. "I just came here to see you." 


Wow, it just got fucking hot in here.. Holy shit. Did | really just hear that? He was here just to see me? | 
couldn't fucking believe it! | played with hands in my lap nervously, determined not to look into his absolutely 
beautiful chocolate eyes. My face must have looked like a tomato.. | could feel his gaze still on me, even 


though his hair hid most of it. 


Something warm and soft on my thigh. He had put one of his hands there gently. My heart skipped and began 
fluttering like a hummingbird. This is real, right? Does this mean Slash.likes me? It seemed too good to be true 
E 


He leaned in slowly toward me, hand still on my thigh- 
This was really happening. 

He was only a few inches away from me now. 

| could see his smooth skin. It's so perfect. 

He smelled of cigarettes and cinnamon. 

My heart is pounding in my throat. 


Our lips met in a soft, warm kiss that heated my blood and sent electricity straight downwards. A fiery heat 
was building deep inside of me. God, his lips are incredible, his tongue exploring every crevice of my mouth 
with such passion. Holy shit, no kiss has ever been this enjoyable, never. His soft, but calloused hands caressed 
my face and bare neck. It sent shivers up my spine and goosebumps up my arms. That heat inside of me was 


building- 


Now he was kissing his way down my body, slowly stripping off my shirt with his careful hands. He ran them 
up and down my sides deliberately, and | arched back, the breath being driven from my body. Pleasure shot 
through me and my dick sprang to my life suddenly. But my mind was full of him; his scent, his touch, the feel 
of his breathing against my collarbone as he kissed down my chest, playing with my nipple ring. | saw him 
smiling with desire as he took it between his teeth, knowing how it was affecting me. My breath was shallow 
and uneven, my heart pounding erratically. Oh God, oh God, oh fuck, Slash! Please fuck me, please! My dick was 
throbbing now. 


Slash peppered slow kisses across my belly, running his hands down my ribs, stroking each one deliberately. He 
breathed against me; it felt so good. His fingers traced the skin right above the waistband of my pants. | 


wanted him so fucking bad! 


Slash," | moaned softly. "Slash.please.." He knew exactly what | wanted. He didn't have to guess. A Chesire-cat- 


like grin followed. 


"Sure thing, baby. | thought you'd never ask" He said silkily, gently pushing me back down onto the bed. He 
leaned in really close to me again, his mop falling around his face, and kissed me hotly, untying the string on 
my pants. He slid them off smoothly. | was naked. | stared at him, my breath coming in short gasps, aroused 
as all fuck and ready to pounce on him. He eyed me hungrily, looking at me top to bottom. He then pulled me 
into him tightly, holding me. 


"God, you're so damn fine, Axl" He breathed into my ear, fisting my hair. | moaned with pleasure, arching back 
into his touch. He kissed my exposed throat, tracing my pulse with his lips. "I've wanted you for a long time. 
Not just to fuck you, but to have you too. | want you. Only you." We looked at each other's eyes now. Wait..was 
he saying what | think he was? 


"Slash... I've wanted you too.. For a long time." | said shyly, my face burning. | found it hard to look at him now. 
But he titled my chin up to look at me. And | saw the gentlest smile I'd ever seen on this earth in the twenty- 


nine years I'd lived. My face was on fire! 


"Oh baby, don't be shy. I'll take good care of you. I'll make you feel so good" Slash nuzzled me gently, producing 
lube from thin air. Wow.. had he planned all this? Where did that come from? My thoughts were racing now. 
This was starting to feel way too good to be true, and something in my stomach wasn't feeling right. | felt 
uneasy. This was way too fucking easy..right? And what's this pain in my right hand? Was that there before? 


| looked over at my hand and nearly passed out! There was blood pouring out of it, like someone had shot me 
right through my goddamn hand! And oh, it hurt, it hurt! It was the worst pain I'd ever felt in my entire life! 
Help, help, | need help! What the fuck was going on? | thought they'd fixed my hand, | thought it had healed?! 


"Slash! Holy fuck, Slash! I'm bleeding, help me!" | screamed, showing him my hand. His expression didn't change, 
hell, he barely even registered that he'd seen it! What the fuck, Slash?! Help me, you sick bastard, help mel 


"That's ok, baby, it's nothing. I'll make you forget all about it, just you wait and see." His voice was still smooth 
and full of lust. What the hell was happening? Why was he ignoring me? Now wasn't the time to be fucking 


around; | needed to go to a doctor now! 


"Slash, take me to a hospital! Now!" | cried out, the pain getting worse and worse. | clutched it to my chest, 
blood spilling onto it like red rivers. Slash just stared at me lovingly, his hand slowly grasping my length. 


| want you, Axl Rose." 


What the fuck was happening to me?! Someone answer me! | didn't even register the touch of his hand on my 
dick; all | knew was the stabbing, burning pain in my hand as it continued to gush blood like a faucet. That, and 


a dull roaring growing louder and louder as someone shook me frantically and called my name- 
"Axl! Ax, wake up!" 


Shaking and scared shitless as to what | was going to find, | opened my eyes. We were still on the dark plane, 
the roaring of the jet engines were all around me again. Most of the other passengers were still sleeping. Slash 


had woken me, his face white and his eyes as wide as dinner plates. My forehead was covered in sweat. 


"Axl, are you alright?" Slash asked, obviously very worried. "You were moaning and shaking in your sleep.. is 


everything ok?" 


| didn't answer. | looked hastily down at my hand. It was still bandaged and splinted, no sign of blood anywhere. 
Thank God for that. But the anesthesia the doc gave me at the hospital had long worn off, and the sharp, 
severe pain had returned. | clenched my teeth, trying to keep it inside. Then | came to the sick realization that 
| just dreamed about me wanting to fuck the man | loved, the man whose feelings he hadn't even voiced. | am 


so fucked up. Slash was still looking at me, very worried. 


"We're going to be landing soon, ok?" He said to me softly, but hesitantly, as if he were debating whether or 
not to leave me alone or to try and console me. | honestly didn't know what | wanted. But underneath the 
horror and pain, some rays of desire for my guitarist were shining. But | couldn't tell him about the dream.. It 


would scare him.. 


"Axl?" | heard his voice, as if from far away. | turned. 


"Yes?" | said, trying to maintain calm, even though my voice shook a little. 

He didn't answer. Instead, he took my left hand in his right and laced his fingers with mine. That was all. | looked 
at the union of our hands. Like caramel and milk.. His hands were gentler than they looked. | felt myself relax 
just a little. 

"Nothing, l-just wanted to hold your hand is all” Was all he said. | blushed as red as my hair and looked at the 


flecked carpet below me. We sat in silence. 


With a heavy bump, the wheels touched the runway and my blood ran cold. 


Stay 
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| don't know whose feet were leading me heavily through the crowded airport terminal. | wasn't a part of any 
of it. All | could hear was the pounding of my heart in my ears and blurred shapes moving past me. They were 
all so lucky they weren't feeling what | was. They all had boring, safe business meetings to go to, and happy 
weddings; good for fucking them. | had to go to a hospital for “urgent surgery", and there were those words 
again. Even though | had Slash with me, | felt really alone. 


He led me by my good hand through the terminal, not stopping for anything. A few people did double-takes as 
we passed, but neither one of us were in the mood for pictures and | couldn't sign any autographs. I'm sure 
they fucking noticed. | was self conscious about it myself. | hadn't been in a sling since | was in tenth grade, 
when | broke my arm falling out of my window. Not that it helped with the pain much, because sharp, hot little 
needles of pain were pricking my hand and traveling up my arm in small little waves. | was so scared. What was 
gonna happen? How would it happen? Would | be awake? Would | be asleep? The thoughts whirled in my head 
like a miserable little hurricane until | felt faint. | swayed, tightening my grip on Slash's hand. That was the only 
thing keeping me going right now: that's be right there by my side the whole time. Otherwise I'd have run for 
it and disappeared by now. Damn | felt sick- 


"Slash, | feel dizzy." | breathed in a low voice as we went up an escalator. He looked over his shoulder at me, 


concerned. 


"We're almost there, man. The public transit terminal is up ahead. We'll get a cab and take you right to the 
hospital. Or do you need to find a bathroom first? You look kinda pale." He said to me quietly so as not to 
bother the Chinese businessman on his phone right in front of us. | shook my head. | had to at least try to be 
brave, after all the goddamn crying | had done in the past four hours. My eyes were starting to burn, and so 


was my pride. 


The air was fucking cold, but it felt good on my face and it settled my stomach a little. But now | was really 
terrified. In just a few minutes, it would all begin.. Slash pushed me into a cab gently and slid in after me, 
shutting the door and off we went. 


‘Is gonna be ok, Axl. In a few hours it'll all be over." Slash said, squeezing my shoulder warmly. | leaned into it. 


| want it to be over now." | said shakily, my fingers clutching my knee so hard it hurt. My knuckles were 
turning white. Slash took my hand and held it softly in his own, uncurling my fingers, forcing them to relax. 


"I know." He answered reassuringly, smoothing my hair back off my face and tucking it behind my ears. | 
blushed, imagining what shade of pink my cheeks were turning. | knew he was trying to cheer me up, but as 
usual, all | wanted was to be down and miserable. But | needed him. And | was so glad he was here or | would 


have crumbled completely by now. | didn't feel so strong. | was scared. Even | got scared of things sometimes. 


We were there. And my heart stopped. It felt like everything in me had just ground to a dead halt. Nothing in 
me was working. Not my limbs, not my muscles, not my brain Nothing. Slash had to practically yank me out of 
the car and onto the pavement. The sun was just barely starting to show on the horizon; the sky was a 
slightly lighter blue, the stars starting to disappear there. It must be getting late. | should feel tired, | was up 
all night, but all | felt now was sheer terror. No.. | didn't want to do this! Nol 

Slash tightened his grip on my hand as we entered the hospital. It was almost as if he sensed my fear. | 
wanted him to hold me so bad, but he couldn't right now. That upset me, even though | knew he couldn't hold 
me and walk at the same time. Dammit, | just wanted to go home! | don't want to do this! | can't do this! 


We were shown into an elevator by a nurse. 

Fuck, fuck, fuck, | can't do this- 

Out onto a white hallway, littered with IV poles and "Restricted Area’ signs. 

No, no, no, no, no- 

Into an empty room with a bed already waiting. Waiting for me. 

| don't want to do this-! 

Slash sat with me on the bed. But we didn't say anything. | couldn't open my mouth; I'd throw up if | did. And | 
think he could sense that too. He squeezed my hand though. Tears flooded my eyes and fell heavily down my 
face, dropping onto my jeans. | didn't care if | was pathetic anymore. It didn't matter. Nothing mattered. Any 
minute now- 

A doctor came in, white labcoat and all. She was really tall with short hair. Pretty. | only looked up once. And | 
only heard half of what she said. | think she said her name was Michelle, and that she was one of the doctors 
on the Surgical Unit. | nodded, still crying at the floor. 

"So, according to the chart we have from the ER in Dayton, you accidentally cut your hand on a broken 


microphone stand. ls that correct?" She said. | nodded. "Ok. Well, don't worry, we're going to fix you up. In about 
an hour and a half, we're going to take you into the OR. This is a very simple procedure. We're just reattaching 


the tissues that were severed and then closing up the wound again. You're going to be unconscious for this, so 
you won't remember anything, and we're going to sedate you before we even take you in to the OR. Once we're 
done, we'll take you into a room to recover from the anesthesia, and then we'll see about discharging you. Do 
you have any questions before we get started?" | shook my head, trying to swallow the lump in my throat, 
but it was too big. "Ok. If you need, just let me know. There's a robe for you to change into on your bed. I'll be 
in to check on you in a little while." 


She left, shutting the curtain behind her. Slash helped me pull off my T-shirt and jeans and slip the hospital 
robe on It took him so long to try and finagle it over my head without it catching on my metal brace. It was 


all white and went down to my knees, and buttoned at the left shoulder. | felt like a ghost. It made me sick. 


"You should get into bed, Axl. You've been up all night and you look awful. Maybe you can get some rest before 
the operation" Slash said. He'd left the curtain closed; it created a dim, soothing light. | just sat on the edge of 
the bed, stone-still, staring at the floor. | still had my socks on. 


"C'mon" He gently eased me back onto the bed and pulled the covers over my chest. | closed my eyes briefly, 
letting my tears fall freely. My heart was beating too fast to even feel anymore. 


"Go ahead, Ax, take a nap. I'll be right here, ok?" | shook my head. He frowned. "How come?" 


"Because when | wake up, you'll be gone. They'll be taking me in for—for-" | couldn't even say the words. It 
hurt. | didn't want to be without him, even if | wouldn't be conscious to know it. | didn't want to be left alone. 
He stared at me, his eyes wide, as if what he heard surprised him. It quickly turned to sadness and concern. 


"No | won't. I'll stay right here with you until the doctors kick me out. | promise | will still be here, just like | 
said | would." He smiled slightly, and | thought | saw him dab at his eyes under his hair. He put his hand under 
my chin tenderly. He leaned in towards me in the dim light- 


Our lips met. For real. Not a dream, not a quick peck, no: it was real, no holds barred, nothing held back. God, he 
tasted so sweet and amazing; he was everything I'd ever thought he'd be. He was kissing me, gently stroking 
my face and neck. | never wanted it to end, not even for me to draw a breath. | was perfectly happy to 


suffocate like that, enveloped by him. It felt like living in a dream.. 


And he did. He stayed with me, sitting on the bed and rubbing my leg gently while | laid there in silence, still 
crying. Why the fuck was | still crying? Ooh, right, because | was going to have major surgery soon.. was this 
even major surgery? Who the hell knew.. Even when three doctors came in and started an IV, injecting me with 
something that stung, there he was, holding my hand. When the room started to get blurry and hazy and 
made me think of weird fuzzy peaches, there he was. Even when | started talking about seagulls and the fates 
of construction workers as if they actually mattered at the moment, he was still there. | could feel his touch, 
almost feel his presence too, without even looking. Whoa.. this shit was fucking amazing.. Why wasn't the 
government giving hospitals more of this shit? And who was even responsible for this at the government 
anyway? Maybe | could write a.a letter or something..Slash and |; we could.. Slash.. haha.. his name was so 


funny... 


Michelle was back. | couldn't hear her, she was talking too quietly. Or else | had cotton in my ears. | was a bit 
more coherent now, but | still felt high as a motherfucker.. My limbs felt heavy, and so did my eyes. There 
were weights on my eyelids when | tried to blink. She said something to Slash. Wonder what she said? Then 


Slash leaned over me. 

"Hey, Ax? They're kicking me out now. They're going to take you in to the OR" Even under my massive high 
and bliss, | felt an unpleasant bump. What? He was leaving me? Nol "Listen to me: everything is going to be just 
fine. I'll be right there when you wake up, | promise. You're doing great so far, just keep it up." He squeezed my 
shoulder. "See ya in a little while." 

And he left the room. And my breathing hitched a little. The room felt so happy and fun, but my heart was 
starting to hurt. | couldn't swallow, but | could see little pepper specks in the white soup that was the tiled 
ceiling. Fuck.. 

Michelle was talking to me now. But | couldn't hear anything she was saying. Nothing. The bed was moving.. she 
was walking with me.. but | wish it was Slash. | missed him already. | craved him more than this incredible drug 


they had me on The OR doors were just ahead.. | was through them.. No.. 


It was so bright | was blinded for half a second There was machinery everywhere. Blue-robed OR staff were 


all ready for me..but | wasn't..no.. 


| could feel my arms being strapped down. Someone was gently pulling my long hair back into a blue cap. A 


sheet was being pulled up over my legs and waist. Tears fell. Slash... l'm so scared. | wish you were here.. 
A mask being placed over my mouth and nose. 
"Just breathe, Axl. Everything's going to be ok" Michelle.. 


The air | breathed smelled weird, and tasted even weirder in my mouth. | coughed a little at first. But soon 


breathing grew easier. The room was getting dimmer and dimmer.. 


Sticky pads being placed on my chest. Someone was holding my left hand gently and stroking it with their 
thumb. But it wasn't Slash... it didn't even compare to his touch.. dammit.. 


My splint was being unstrapped. Was the room this dark when | first came in? 
"Should we prepare the agent?" | heard a voice somewhere above me. Slash.. | miss you.. 


Gone. 


Together 
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Now comes an important question: should | continue, or end it as it is?? *insert suspenseful music here* We 


shall see, | suppose. 


There were hushed voices above me, so garbled | couldn't make them out. Darkness. Was | underwater? But | 
couldn't move. There was a dull rushing noise in my ears. What the hell.? | thought | saw a flash of light, but 
then it was gone. And so was I. 


Then | could feel the blackness lifting, as if someone was opening the black curtains in front of my face. It 
grew lighter and lighter.. | started becoming aware of what was going on My body felt so heavy, like someone 
had tied cinder-blocks to my joints. My head was achy and my throat hurt. Weird.. My stomach didn't feel 
right either. Was | laid up sick? Did | pass out drunk on the bus? But | hardly drank anymore. Dammit. Can't | 


wake up faster? 


| blinked. Everything was blurry. Damn contact lenses probably shifted out of place. Fuck. | blinked again. A little 
clearer. | could see a lit ceiling above me. Better. | blinked again. Everything was clear now. | looked to my left, 
but it took so much effort to move my head. Huge windows looked out onto the city. It was daylight out, but 
they were tinted and it was overcast, so the light wasn't too bright. The fluorescent lights above me were off. 
| looked down. White robe, ID bracelet, IV.. | was still in the hospital. But | didn't remember getting to this room. 
Was | done with surgery? | exhaled. It felt weird. | think there was a tube in my nose. | closed my eyes again. 
Dammit, Axl, think. But | was in a fog and it was hard to see through it. There were machines and an IV pole 
at my left side. | stared at them. One of them was measuring my heartbeat and my breathing; another one 
displayed my blood pressure and my temperature. According to the machine, | had a slight fever. | shivered; | 


felt cold. 


| glanced to my right. My bad hand was wrapped in thick bandages and strapped to a board of some kind. It 
was bizarre. But | couldn't feel any pain at all, my whole right arm was numb. Maybe they numbed it in 
surgery after | blacked out. My thoughts were still broken and hazy, and everything | did was slow, like | was 


stuck in slow motion. Even swallowing seemed to take forever, and it hurt. What was wrong with my throat? 


But even in my haze, something was missing. Something in the shape of tall, dark and curly. He wasn't here. But 
he promised he would be! My breath started coming in short gasps now. | was alone, | was alone-| didn't want 
to be alone! Not here, not now! Slash, where did you go? | tried not to freak, but dammit | was so scared to be 


alone! 


"S-slash.." | said weakly. My voice was scratchy and beaten, and | could hardly hear it. No way would he be 


able to. Tears formed in my eyes again for the umpteenth time in 24 hours. Fuck me for being such a pussy.. 


"Axl, I'm here, its ok" Something warm and calloused grabbed my good hand and held it. My heart pounded, and 
| turned my head with a lot of effort. There he was, just like | remembered him. He hadn't changed. | breathed. 
Thank God.. He looked worried. "I'm sorry, | just went to use the bathroom. I'm sorry | wasn't there when you 
woke up. | promised | would be.." He sounded like he felt bad. No, Slash, why do you sound like that? Don't feel 
bad.. 


"Y-you're here.." | said softly. | felt so weak. Like the energy had been literally sucked out of me. Anesthesia 
fucking sucks. He squeezed my hand. 


"Yeah | am. l'm not going anywhere unless the docs order me out again, ok?" | nodded and closed my eyes, 


feeling some of the weight lift off of me. He was here..he was here.. God, Slash, | have to tell you- 


"The doc says you did very well. They patched everything up. Said you'll be able to use your hand normally 
again in a week or two. But she doesn't want you jumping around onstage for a couple of days. | called Doug 
while you were unconscious to let him know. He postponed the two shows in Detroit until April. So, just take it 
easy for a few days. And you know all of us will help you." Slash said warmly. He almost sounded like he was 
proud of me. | glowed a little. He smiled and stroked my face gently with his thumb. 


"Are you cold?" He asked me suddenly. Maybe he could feel me shivering a little. | nodded with some difficulty. 
My body still felt heavy. It was like having the damn flu.. He grabbed the blanket that was bunched up near 

my feet and pulled it over me, smoothing out the wrinkles. Shit, now my heart was really pounding-and it was 
showing on the monitor. Fuck.. Slash glanced at the monitor, then at me. I've never blushed so hard in my life. 


He moved in a little closer, smoothing the sweaty hair back from my forehead. | loved his touch so much.. 
"So, how do you feel?" Slash asked quietly. | swallowed and winced. Damn, that hurt.. 


"Not-not good," | said. | couldn't form complete sentences now too? God | hated this so fucking much. | just 


wanted to talk to him, to tell him everything I'd wanted to, and now | couldn't? Fuck me. He frowned, concerned. 
"What's wrong, Axl? Maybe | can help?" said Slash. 


"|-dunno. Just feel sick. Throat hurts, head hurts. Feel like I'm-gonna puke." | had to breath in between words. 
It was like | couldn't get enough air. | am so done with this shit. Slash looked at me, gently thumbing the sweat 
off of my forehead. 


"Well, your head and throat | can't really do much for, but how about this?" He rubbed his hands together 
vigorously and gently placed them on my belly. Holy shit, his hands were so warm. It felt so soothing and nice, 
and it worked! "How's that feel?" 


"G-great" | stammerea, trying to breathe. "I don't feel so sick now..” 


"| learned that trick from my grandmother. Whenever we used to feel sick, she would do this for me and my 
brother. It worked pretty well, unless we were drunk" He laughed. | smiled a little. It took a lot of effort to 
even do that. But, now that | could sort-of talk, | needed to tell him. | had to. | had to know if he felt the same 
way | did. We had always had an affectionate friendship, but | wanted something more. Maybe he did too. It was 


time to find out; it was now or never. | took a deep breath the best | could 
"Slash?" | said quietly, trying to get the syllables out of my mouth. 


"Yeah, Axl?" He said, looking at me intently. | wondered if that look meant more than it said. | took another deep 
breath. Here goes everything- 


"Slash, l-I love you!" | breathed, my heart really thumping now. | wish | wasn't hooked up to a monitor. He didn't 
say anything. He just blinked. So, | swallowed (painfully) and continued. 


'I-Ive loved you for a very long time. Ever since the Hell Tour. You were just so nice and funny; | liked that. 
You were quiet and mysterious, and | liked that too. You were so honest with me; like, you always told me 
when | was being an asshole, and when you were asked for input, you always gave it to me straight. You're 
incredibly fun-loving and caring, and you've done so much for me; not just today, but every day we've been 
friends. Whenever | got into fights, you helped clean me up, after you threw a few punches for me. When | 
was drunk, you walked me home and made sure | didn't black out and die. When | lost my child, you held me 


and gave me a shoulder to cry on! No one has ever done so much for me before in my life... 


"And most of all, | love having you near me. l-l feel like | can't breathe without you. | love your fucking crazy 
curly hair that defies gravity without even trying. | love the way you fold your arms when you're pissed, and 
the cute way you talk to your snakes. | love your pack-a-day cinnamon Tic-Tac habit, and the smell of the 
cigarettes you smoke on your clothes. | love the way you dress, the way you talk, the way you drive.. | love 
how you look like a fucking guitar god onstage. | love how you cross your legs when you're nervous, that you 
hate Mexican food, and gush about Joe Perry. When you held me close to you in the car, l-l felt like | was just 
going to melt into you. You were so warm and so soothing, and it felt so amazing..You mean everything to me. 
If | lost you, or | didn't have you, I'd be nothing. | was so afraid to tell you, because-| didn't want you to be 
repulsed by mel | didn't want to have our friendship end because of me.. I've sabotaged every relationship I've 
ever had, and | told myself not to fall in love, but | just couldn't help it with you. All those girls | fucked, Erin, 
Stephanie.. They mean nothing to me at all, All this time, | only wanted you-" 


He cut me off. His lips were pressed against mine furiously. My voice died in my mouth and turned into a soft 
moan in his. God, he tasted so amazing. His mouth was so warm. He feverishly ran his hands up and down my 
face, but still gentle. | was still recovering from surgery after all. He smoothed back my hair, still kissing me. | 
ran my fingers through his own, always surprised at how soft it is: it seems so coarse from far away. This | 


love.. more than anything.. to feel him, to have him so passionately. 


We broke apart, gasping for air. | had just spilled everything in one breath and then been kissed, and my lungs 


were clearly not happy with me. | coughed a few times, still trying to work the anesthesia out of my system. 
He put an arm around my shoulder, worried. 


"Are you all right?" Slash asked, very worried at my coughing fit. | nodded, my heartbeat all over the place. | 
could feel the heat in my face as | stared at him, my breathing getting better. Even worried, he was still so 
beautiful. He moved his chair closer and softly kissed me on the cheek, caressing my face. His fingers felt so 
good, like silk.. 


“Axl. love you, too." And my heart stopped. Though the monitor may have said otherwise. He took a deep 
breath, just like | had, and went on. "I've-l've loved you for a long time too.. But | never knew what to say. You 
were always so confident and honest, and | was so shy and hated talking.. How the hell could you ever love 
someone like me, | thought. I'd fuck girls to try and take my mind off of you, but I'd always think of you while 
| was doing them: your face would always been in my head. I'd imagine you and | in bed together." He blushed 
furiously. 


"l-I love that you aren't afraid to say how you feel. Not many people are so honest like that anymore. | love 
your temper, even if it was directed at me sometimes. It was so sexy how you'd get so angry. | dunno, maybe 
l'm weird for that.. But | love everything about you! | love your long, beautiful red hair that always looks 
perfect, even when you just get out of bed. | love that you cuddle with your cats and take such loving care of 
them. | love the way you dress, especially the shorts, because you have such gorgeous legs.. | love the color 
of your eyes and how pretty they look in the sunlight, and when they glow onstage. | love what a wonderful 
storyteller you are, even if you go on for days. | love that you're so sensitive and aren't afraid to cry if 
something really upsets you. | love the feel of your skin underneath my hands..it's like milk.. And | love that 
when | sit really close to you, | can hear your breathing, and its so soothing and relaxing. | loved when we had 
to share a bed in that rehearsal space, because.. | used to cuddle up to you after you'd fallen asleep. | used to 
just admire you, and how beautiful you were, and | used to play with your hair and sometimes I'd curl up 
against your chest and listen to your heartbeat, and hold your hand.” His voice trailed off. "It sounded so 


beautiful and peaceful." He was so red he look sunburnt! 


"l used to do the same thing to you!" | blurted out, not caring how loud | was. | couldn't believe that we'd both 
been secretly cuddling each other all this time and neither one of us knew about the other! | almost wanted to 
laugh at how funny it was! | was just so happy, so fucking happy that he felt the exact same way about me 
as | did about him! He laughed a little, still blushing. 


"But." He said slowly. My smile faded. "I didn't want to tell you, because | was afraid of what you would say. | 
was afraid that you'd call me a.:faggot.. and kick me out of the band. | was afraid our friendship would be 
history. | couldn't lose you. | couldn't bear that.. | needed you near me." His voice trembled a little. He took a 


deep breath, trying to steady it. "Dammit." He wiped his eyes furiously, trying to hide back under his hair. 


With my good hand, | brushed his hair away from his eyes. He was crying a little. God, his eyes were so 
beautiful. | didn't want to see them full of tears. | brushed them away with my good hand, which still felt like 
it weighed a hundred pounds. My fingers were trembling. 


"Please don't hide from me. You don't have to. Don't hide your gorgeous eyes." | said softly. It was my turn to 
caress his face now. He smiled; a watery smile, but a smile nonetheless. He was so fucking beautiful.it made 


me feel so warm just to be near him. He swallowed. 


"IIl try not to. But my hair is so fucking nuts its kinda hard" He laughed. | did too. It felt like there really was 
that tenderness between us now. We both knew where we stood. We had each other. Everyone else didn't need 


to know yet. 


| moved over on the bed, again with difficulty, trying to get comfortable. This bed sucked. Fuck this anesthesia. 
| just wanted to jump up and hug this guy until the world ended! Why was that such a difficult request? Why? 


"Ax, be careful. You're not exactly in any position to move yet" Slash said, tugging my arm gently, trying to 
get me to stop. 


| hate this a lot. | just want to get up so | can hold you.. Fuck me fucking sideways." | muttered irritably. He 


smiled. 
"Maybe later, baby, if you're feeling up to it" He winked at me. | blushed. "But you're bottom." 


"Nuh-uh! No way!" | protested, trying to tickle him. He moved out of the way, and my reactions were so slow 
anyway. "| prefer to give, thank you." 


"You're so cute when you protest” Slash said fondly. He sat down on the bed and looked at me. Now he seemed 
a little sad. What the hell? "I hate seeing you like this, you know. In the hospital, half-drugged. | wish there was 
something | could do.." 

"Stay." | said. He stared. 


"What do you mean? He asked, puzzled. 


"Stay. As in, you could stay with me. That would make me feel better. Might make you feel better too." | said, 
blushing still. Damn, why the fuck was | such a pansy? He looked surprised, but then he smiled. 


"Ok. | will" He said, ruffling my hair softly and petting my head. | purred softly, like a cat. Fuck, | loved this.. 
Any chance of you doing this to me all the time, Slash? | felt like | was gonna fall asleep. 


"Hey, Slash? Will you-lay with me? Like we used to?" | asked softly, looking up into his eyes. He stared, but | 


could see his cheeks turning red. 
"| dunno, Ax, that bed looks pretty small. Plus, the doc would freak, l'm sure." 


"Then we'll blame it on me. We can blame it all on me." | said. | wanted him to hold me, and | wanted to hold him 


too. | wanted to feel him against me: his warmth, the softness of his hair tickling my neck, the touch of his 


skin.. 


Slash did. He slipped off his shoes and slowly laid down on the bed right next to me. He flipped onto his side and 
curled into me, wrapping an arm around my waist, minding my injured hand very carefully. Trying not to 


disturb anything | was hooked up to, he rested his head on my chest. And squirmed several times. 

"One of your wires keeps poking me in the head" Slash laughed, trying to dodge it. | giggled softly. 

"Sorry about that" | said. He finally found a spot free of wires. He felt so good, laying next to me, his curls 
splayed over my chest and shoulder like spilled ink. | ran my fingers through his curls softly, he purred like a 
cat. | sighed contentedly and closed my eyes. Not to sleep, just to relax. Suddenly, this didn't seem so bad. Slash 


hummed softly against me. 


"Still sounds beautiful, Ax." Slash mumbled into my chest. | squeezed him closer to me and smiled. 


Thank You 


Author's Notes: 

Chapter 8 is finally herelll This was my first ever smut attempt that didn't get killed halfway throughllll | am 
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Now, will happy times last for our two lovebirds? That remains to be seen. :-P 


"Yes, everything went fine." | sighed into the phone. Doug was on the other line and he was starting to piss me 
off. What else was new.. If he was going to try and suck up to me, he could at least try and make it sound like 


he actu ally cared. 


"Good. Good. The promoters for Detroit called and they're not happy. Just so you know, Axl. You may have to 


call them and apologize." Doug said. Now he was really pissing me off. 


"Apologize? First of all, this was an accident. Accident! Did you get that? Check a dictionary! That means | had 
no control over it, Doug! How the hell was | supposed to know this was going to happen? If | had known, | would 
have worn gloves! Second of all, they're still getting their show! So it got pushed back three months, so what? 
Want me to just to cancel it instead?" The people nearby in the airport were starting to stare. | guess | was 
yelling. At this point, | really didn't care. | was tired, hungry and sore: | had been up literally all night, | hadn't 
eaten since dinner last night and it was now eight in the morning, and the pain meds they pumped into me at 


the hospital had long worn off and | didn't have any painkillers on me; only a prescription. Fuck This. Shit. 
Slash was standing next to the payphone, staring at me with a raised eyebrow. | was still feeling ill, but I'd 
wanted to get out of the hospital and go back to our camp, so | just BS-ed my way out. | just wanted to go 
home. My hand throbbed. 

"No, Axl, don't do that-" 

"Exactly! They're not losing any money on it" A wave of nausea suddenly hit me. | really didn't feel so good 
now. My vision was starting to swim. What the hell? What was happening? | swayed a little and clutched the 
sides of the payphore. 


"Axl? Are you there?" Doug said, slightly impatiently, into the phone. My breath was uneven now. | felt so 


dizzy.. what was happening to me? 


"Doug-l'm-l'm not f-feeling so good." | stammered. "I'm r-really dizzy." 


"Axl? Axl, stay with me-"| heard Doug's voice but it didn’t register with me. Slash's eyes grew wide when he 
looked at me. | let the phone fall from my shaking hand-l couldn't hold it anymore. No, no, no.. | just need to 


get home and lay down. | have to make it, | have to- 


"Axl! Holy shit, you look so white! Are you ok? What's wrong? Does it hurt?" Slash said, putting his arms 
around me to try and steady me. | buried my head my head in his warm shoulder. | kept blinking, trying to 
clear the darkness that was trying to settle in my eyes, and took a few deep breaths. It passed, for the most 
part. | stood up straight again 


"l-Im ok. | think.. Sorry, Slash.. | don't know what came over me.." | said. He brushed my hair off of my face, 


the worry back on his own. He felt my cheeks and my forehead tenderly. 


"You feel a little warm." Slash said. We both looked at the payphone, still dangling off the hook. Slash grabbed it. 
"Hello, Dougie? Yeah, it's Slash. Just come get us at the airport, ok? Now isn't the best time to fucking talk 
about this shit. We'll be waiting in the terminal. Well, duh, I'm trying to care of him! | thought he was gonna 
faint, Doug! He doesn't need this stress right now! Just come pick us up!" He slammed the phone down on the 
receiver, cracking the plastic. "Fuck." He sighed angrily. | rubbed his arm with my good hand. "Doug really 
pisses me off sometimes, you know? He's adding all this stress onto you and we haven't even gotten home yet. 
You don't need this bullshit right now" | swallowed, my mouth dry. | hadn't seen Slash that angry in a long 
time. | forgot how unnerving he could be when he was pissed. He put an arm around me gingerly. "Come on, 


let's get up to the terminal. They better be here soon or | swear to God." 


We didn't have to wait long. Doug got out of the car, the last person | wanted to see at the moment. My 
dizziness was coming back.. Doug put his arms around my waist, fussing over me, pulling me gently into the 
car. His hands burned where they touched me, it was so uncomfortable. Slash glared at him from under his 


hair, but he slid in after me wordlessly. 


Doug was blabbering the whole car ride home about having to quiet angry promoters and how we were going 
to get bad press again and how this never should have happened. It all weighed heavily on me, sinking to the 
bottom of my stomach. It didn’t help the nausea any. | could feel hot, guilty tears flooding my eyes again, was | 
ever going to stop crying?! My head pounded from it all. Slash saw; he knew. We had just opened our hearts to 
each other, and they were still wide open. He pulled my head into his shoulder, his hair and my own hiding my 


tears. 


“Shhh...” Slash whispered in my ear. "Shhh... Axl, it's ok. Just ignore the little shit. He doesn't know when to shut 
the fuck up." | swallowed thickly and nodded. | didn't think Doug was a little shit at all, | just wanted him to shut 
up because | felt bad enough already that this happened to me. Slash dipped his warm hand underneath my 
shirt, and gently placed it on my stomach. "That feel a little better?" 


"Yeah.." | said in a strangled voice. It did feel really nice and soothing. 


"How about this: when we get back to the hotel, you can take a nice hot shower and lay down for the rest of 
the day. l'll tell everyone else not to bother you. Does that sound good?" | nodded, nuzzling his shoulder. He 


laughed softly, a kind, warm laugh that went straight to my heart. 


He led me by the good hand into the hotel, separating from Doug as fast as possible. When we got up to the 
hallway, the other four were already waiting for us, looking frantic. Lord.. As much as | loved them all from 
the bottom of my heart, the last thing | wanted was for them to make a big fuss over me. | just wanted to 
take a shower and just collapse into bed. | felt groggy, sick and miserable.. 


"You're back!" 

"How did it go? Everything ok?" 

"We were really worried!" 

"Holy shit, Axl, you're so pale! Are you all right?!" 

"Guys!" Slash held up a hand to silence them. They faltered and went really quiet. Good. No offense to them 
but their voices were worsening my headache. "Chill. He's fine, he just isn't feeling that well and Doug is being a 
bastard at the moment. Just-let him alone for the day so he can rest, ok? Nothing personal." They just looked 


at him, as if they couldn't believe what he'd just said to them. Now | felt even worse. | didn't want them to 
feel guilty either; it was bad enough that | did. 


"Look, guys, | really appreciate that you were worried about me, but please don't fuss over me. I'll be ok | just 
-don't feel good right now. | almost passed out in the airport. | just want to stay in bed today, ok? If | need 
anything, I'll let you know. | promise." | mumbled, starting to feel really dizzy again | grabbed Slash's arm 
tightly, trying to steady myself. Of course, everyone saw it. Damn it.. 


"Are you sure?" Duff said in a low voice. | looked up at him, trying to stay conscious. 


"Yeah.." | said, doubting my own words. | hated to see the guy look so scared; same with the rest of them. | 
tried to smile. | hope it worked. 


The guys walked back to their rooms without another word. Their worry still hung really heavily in the air. 
They were great friends and great bandmates. | don't know what | would do without them.. 


Slash led me back to my room and laid me gently on the bed He surveyed me, concerned, brushing my hair 


back from my face tenderly and feeling my forehead. He kissed it softly. 
"You feel all clammy, Ax." He said in his low voice. | could tell he was worried. | sighed. 
"I bet.How about that shower, Slash?" | said, caressing his face with my good hand. The other one was really 


starting to pound. Hopefully Doug would go fill that prescription for me, because | sure as fuck wasn't going to 
go to a pharmacy. | wouldn't make it. Slash smiled and tickled my neck. | giggled. 


"Thought you'd never ask, babe." He smiled, helping me up from the bed slowly, leading me into the bathroom 
and shutting the door behind us. Carefully, he took my sling and splint off, trying not to hurt me. | still had to 
bite my lip to keep from crying in pain, goddammit it hurt! Slash noticed with alarm. 


‘Oh, baby, baby, I'm so sorry! | didn't mean to hurt youl Are you ok?" He kissed my cheek deeply and held me 


to him. He was so warm and soft. | wrapped my good arm around his shoulders. 


"Y-yeah, l'm ok, Slasher. | promise. It's just tender, that's all." | murmured into his shoulder. He clutched me 


even closer. 
“Slasher... That's cute. | like that." Slash smiled. It was so contagious.. 


Slowly and carefully, he pulled off my shirt. Cool air hit my chest. His eyes stared me up and down. | blushed. 


He pulled me in closer, running his hands over my chest. 


"Wow.. has anyone ever told you how beautiful you are?" He asked me, his face flushing pink as he stared in 
what looked like pure awe. Holy shit, my face felt so hot, and my heart started pounding again. | really hoped 
he couldn't see it beating against my chest. Gently, he unbuttoned my jeans and pulled the zipper down. | could 
feel it.. fuck, this is slightly embarrassing.. throbbing.'m hard, and that's all it took?! Just words and him 
unbuttoning my jeans? Damn.. My face was now on fire. He stared at me, lust settling in his eyes like a 
smoldering fire. It made his eyes glow. My hands shaking, | brushed his hair out of his face so | could look at 
him better, trying to hide my nervousness. It wasn't working so well 


Slash pulled my jeans down and off, letting me hold onto him as he did one leg at a time and took off my socks. 
| was just in my underwear now. | blushed deeper as he admired me in full this time. His eyes were a brilliant 
sienna that shone under the bathroom lighting. | liked that color. But damn | was so nervous.. | knew he could 
feel my hand shaking when | held onto him. He drew his arms around my back and held me, brushing my hair 
out of my face. It made me feel so safe, surrounded by his warmth; safe from pain and hurt. It was so 


fucking relaxing.. 


"Don't be nervous, it's ok. Its just me.” Slash said soothingly, caressing my bare shoulders and back. His touch 
was silky, even though his fingers were calloused. How was it possible for someone to have such a light touch? 
It felt so amazing.. Goosebumps erupted up my arms and spread over the rest of my body like wildfire, 
engulfing every part of me. | wanted to stay like this forever and just forget about everything else; none of it 


mattered anymore. Only him.. 

| jammed my lips onto his, locking them together. My tongue swirled inside his mouth. | longed to taste every 

inch of him, explore every crevice in his mouth, stay close with him just like this. His gasp of surprise slipped 
down my throat and turned into a deep moan. God he was so amazing.. Why didn't | tell him how | felt sooner? 


He broke the kiss, panting slightly but smiling, and touched his forehead to mine. 


"You're wonderful, but lets get you showered up, ok?" Slash smiled, pulling off my underwear. He'd seen me 


naked before, and | had seen him too, but | still flushed red at being exposed in front of him. Damn.. | was going 
soft. No girl had ever made me blush like this- 


He reached into the shower and turned the water on. | could hear the rush of the spray hitting the tiles on 
the shower wall. Reaching into the backpack with all my stuff in it, he pulled out some plastic wrap and some 
cord that the nurse had given him when they discharged me. Gingerly, he wrapped it around my bandaged and 
bound hand, tying the cord around my wrist, protecting it from getting wet. He kissed me on the cheek, and 
started removing his own clothing. | eyed him as he did-first his shirt, his chest so chiseled and perfect, 
gliding smoothly down into his slender stomach. Then he unbuttoned and unzipped his pants sliding them down 
his never-ending legs-| swallowed hard, | was hard, so hard. | wanted him so bad, | just wanted to tackle him 
and fuck him on the floor. Screw the shower and the formalities. He grinned with desire, taking off his socks. 


Now we were both naked, eying each other like prime cuts of meat. Holy fuck- 


"Easy there, tiger." Slash smirked, thumbing my cheek. | snapped out of my haze. Still looking at me with 


heavy-lidded eyes, he led me into the shower and stood me under the jet. "It'll be more fun in here, | promise." 


| titted my head back, letting the hot spray wash over me. It felt amazing; | could instantly feel myself 
recovering just a little. Slash stood behind me under the shower head, clasping his arms around my dripping 
waist. My head fell back against his shoulder, and | closed my eyes. | had never felt so fucking calm, yet so 
goddamn nervous at the same time. | couldn't even explain how it felt! It was pure fucking bliss.my heart was 


racing; | didn't know it could beat this fast! 


Feel a little better?" Slash said into my ear, squeezing my waist lovingly. | nodded against his shoulder, keeping 
my eyes shut so the water wouldn't drip into them. Slowly, with his incredibly light touch, he ran his fingers 
down my throat. "Good. I'm glad" He stroked my neck. "You're so fucking gorgeous, Axl" He titled his head and 
kissed the pulse that jumped in my throat. He exhaled softly against it, sending shivers up and down my spine. | 
sighed with pleasure, feeling his breathing and the hot water on my skin 


Slash's hands slid down my body with the water. He caressed my chest, playing with my piercing, laughing and 
nibbling on my earlobe when | moaned in pleasure. | could feel my erection rising up to meet him, my breath 
coming in shaky little gasps. My stomach jumped, | was so nervous, but his touch was so fucking amazing} | 
arched back into him, just as he pressed his own hard-on right against my ass. | felt electricity leap from 


every pore in my body. Holy shit, holy shit- 
His hands ran down my sides, fingering each one of my ribs gently and lovingly; he was almost tickling me. Now 
his feather-like fingers danced down over my stomach, caressing my skin so lightly. | shuddered. It felt so 


good.. 


"You like that?" | could feel Slash smiling in my ear without even looking at him. Teetering on the edge of 
ecstasy, | nodded. He smoothed back my wet hair with a tender laugh. 


"| like being touched" | breathed next to him, running a hand down his face. 


| can tell” Slash said warmly, now massaging my shoulders. God damn did that feel good! My head fell forward 
as | felt the knots in my muscles breaking apart. What they said about guitarists was true: they really do 
have the best fingers. Slash chuckled. "I guess you like that too, huh? You're so responsive. Just wait until | 


get to your head." | didn't ask which one. 


He lathered up some shampoo in his hands and worked into it into my hair, massaging my scalp tenderly. That 
felt amazing. | thought | was going to fall asleep right there in the shower! My heart glowed. He was doing all 
this for me.. And | hadn't asked him to. He was so wonderful. | bent my good hand back to rub one of his sides. 
He giggled. 


"Lean your head back for me. | have to rinse the soap." Slash said, gently tilting my head back and shielding my 
eyes with one of his hands. White, thick suds dripped to the shower floor and got pulled down the drain in a 
little white tornado. He ran his fingers through my hair, getting the rest of the soap out and untangling it: 
Then | felt a pair of lips at my throat again Goosebumps shot back up my arms. 


"Plus," | felt him breath against me, "I get to look at your pretty neck again" He kissed from my jawline down 
my throat to my collarbone, where he nipped playfully. | laughed, a lot louder than | should have! Realizing too 
little too late what | did, | covered my mouth with my hand. 


Now Slash was laughing. He was standing right in front me. | blushed. 


"Aww, that was adorable." Slash teased, wrapping his arms around my waist and looking into my eyes. | was 
getting fucking lost in his. He leaned in and nuzzled my nose with his. | smiled; | couldn't fucking hold it in. He 
just drew it out of me. "So, how do you feel, pretty baby? You look a little better.” 


"I do feel a bit better." | said, my forehead touching his. "Thank you, Slash." He kissed me. 
"Now, now, don't thank me yet, the best is yet to come." He winked. Holy shit that was hot. 


Still standing in front of me, he pulled me into a deep, passionate kiss. The water ran over my face and down 


my body. | could feel my cock throbbing. Oh, please, Slash, fuck mel 


Deliberately, he pulled away and dumped some body wash on a washcloth and lathered it up, never taking his 
eyes off me. The air was being slowly driven out of my chest. | couldn't look away; he was so goddamn 
beautifull His perfectly sculpted chest and smooth stomach, his delicate but firm hips, his veined cock standing 
straight up towards the ceiling--oh my God-- 


He ran the soapy washcloth over me, each stroke sensual and perfect. All the blood in my body had migrated 
south, and a fire began to burn deep in my belly. Its heat crept up my face; | thought for sure that smoke 
was going to come out of my ears! As he spread the soap over me, he kissed his way down my body, sucking, 
nipping. | bit back my moans; it took everything | had to lock them up. Slash got down on his knees, gently 
taking me down to mine too. There we were on the shower floor, looking at each other through lust-tinted 


eyes, our chests heaving a little. Slash grabbed me softly, wrapping his arms around my waist, resting his 


head against my chest. 


"Is ok, baby. You don't have to hide from me." Slash said soothingly, massaging my side with with the 
washcloth, kissing my sternum with his plush lips. His wet hair was soft and silky against me. | ran my fingers 
through his hair, humming softly. Slash nuzzled my chest. 


"God. love the sound of your voice.." he murmured against my heart. | fucking glowed like the setting sun! He 
looked up at me, desire blazing in his eyes, and began to kiss lower, peppering his lips down my ribs and over 
my stomach and hips. But he didn't stop there. He kissed down my pelvis, inching ever closer-- 


"Oh." | moaned; | couldn't hold that one back. Slash licked the water that was dripping down my midsection. 
damn it felt fucking incredible; every pore in my body was screaming for more! Slash, oh God, Slash! 


"Fucking beautiful, baby." Slash breathed against my navel, kissing it. My hands trembling, | ran my good one 
over down his chest and stomach, caressing him. All | could hear was my own heartbeat pounding loudly in my 


ears. 


A bolt of lightning ripped through me. Slash grabbed my cock tenderly, closing his lips around the head, lapping 
at the precum that was dripping from it. Oh fuck, oh God! My diaphragm forced all the air out of my body 


and | arched back, almost losing my balance! Slash grabbed me and steadied me with an arm around my waist. 


"Easy there, don't fall” He squeezed my waist. "Hold onto me." He draped my good arm around his shoulders. 
And he wound his tongue around my dick, brushing every inch, not missing a single pore. His breath brushed 
the sensitive skin, drawing moans from from my throat. Keeping a hand on my length, he ran his tongue back 


up my body, stroking my cock with his hand. 


"Oh, God, Slash!" | gasped. | wasn't going to last much longer. My chest was heaving, the rivers of sweat 
blending with the streams of shower water running over me. The fire inside me was burning bright and hot! 
Slash wrapped his lips around my dick again, sucking, licking--my pelvic muscles tightened, the tightness 
spreading up my entire body-- 


With a high scream of ecstasy, | came hard down his throat. He didn't miss a drop; he swallowed it all. My 
knees felt weak and | was trembling, the waves of pleasure rippling through me. Slash released me, satiated, 
licking his lips. | collapsed against him, panting, shuddering. We were now both sitting on the shower floor, 
gasping into each other's collarbones. | gripped him tight, burying my face into his hair. 


"Did you like that, baby?" Slash murmured, tucking my wet hair behind my ears. | nodded vigorously, still 
shivering with pleasure. He tilted my chin up to look at me. His smile brightened, "There you are. You look so 


gorgeous...” 


He kissed me. Fireworks erupted in my stomach, sending sparks up into my throat. Gently, he grabbed my good 
hand and dragged it down to his pelvis, closing it around his cock My heart fluttered against my ribs. His hand 
wrapped around mine, he guided it up and down the shaft. He tilted his head back, moaning softly. | could see 


him swallow heavily. His hand on mine, | pumped him gently, letting the water act as substitute for lube. his 
chest started heaving, water flooding over him from the shower, dripping from his hair. 


"Oh, Axl." Slash gasped, wracked with pleasure, leaning back on his hands on the floor of the shower. | 
continued to pump hin, kissing my way up his belly as | did so. | could feel his body shuddering and gasping 
beneath me. The sounds he made were so amazing! | could get high off of him: his voice, the movements of 


his body, the feel of his hard cock in my hand. | breathed him in. "Oh baby, you're so incredible-—!" 

With a strangled cry and a shuddering moan, he came all over my hand onto the shower floor. Before the 
water could wash him away, | licked the cum off my hand like a cat, swallowing it. He watched me through 
heavy eyelids. He tasted salty, but good. He grabbed me and pulled me into his chest, still panting and moaning 
softly. his heartbeat was pounding against my cheek. | kissed it. 

"Axl, you're so fucking amazing." Slash panted above me, squeezing me to him. | settled into him. | didn't want 
to move from this spot ever. We laid there, just drinking each other in. It was a while before we realized we 
were still in the shower, and water was dripping into our eyes. 


"Maybe we should turn off the water." | grinned sheepishly, looking up at Slash. He laughed loudly. 


"Oh shit! Yeah, | guess we should" He reached over and shut the water off. And suddenly it got very cold in 
here.. | shivered, clutching Slash closer to me. He helped me up off the floor and onto the bath-rug. 


Tenderly, he wrapped a towel around my waist and sat me down on the toilet, drying me off with a spare. He 
tucked the spare around his waist, sitting on the floor next to the toilet. He wrapped his arms around my 
waist, resting his head against my stomach. He sighed contentedly. 

"Slash... thank you..for this, and for everything." | said softly, stroking his soft, wet curls. He purred. 

"No, Ax..thank you. You're amazing." Slash mumbled into my stomach. He sighed again, and | could feel his body 
relaxing against me. He felt so nice against me, cool water dripping from his hair and running down my belly. | 
shuddered. It felt nice. "Honest to God. That was the best fucking handjob I've ever had.." | giggled, blushing. 

‘It was--the best blowjob I've ever had" | laughed softly, still stroking his wet hair. He smiled into my skin. 
‘lm glad you liked it, beautiful" said Slash, tickling my side. | giggled, squirming. 

"Ah! Slash, I'm ticklish!" 


"I know." He smiled mischeviously, tormenting me a little more. 


"Ah, ok ok! | give in! I'll do whatever you want!" | laughed, my eyes tearing up. He stopped, raising an eyebrow 


and grinning. 


"Anything, huh?" He winked. | swallowed. He stood up, still wrapped in a towel, and helped me pull my underwear 
back on. He wrapped my towel around my still-wet hair, kissing my cheek. He put his boxers on again and 


toweled his mop, sending water droplets flying at me. | laughed, wiping them off my face. 


"What are you, part dog?" | said, beaming at him. Grinning, he sat me down on the toilet again, and sat on my 


lap. Then he licked my cheek. 


"Woof" He said in a sexy voice, nuzzling my cheek with his damp head. | giggled, wrapping my arms around him 
and petting his head. God, he was so fucking adorable.. | felt so warm, being so close to him.. He got off my lap 


and stared at me lovingly. 

"We should get you into bed before you start feeling sick again. The fuzzy feelings from a blowjob only last so 
long.” He said, leading me back into the bedroom. He peeled back the covers and helped me slide in. It was so 
comfortable and warm, especially after the shower. Slash sat on the edge of the bed, smoothing my damp hair 


away from my face. | was starting to feel a little tired and weak again. | think he noticed. 


"You ok?" Slash asked, stroking my face, worried. | wasn't entirely sure. But | didn't want to see him look like 


that anymore. 


"Yeah. I'll be ok, Slasher. I'm just tired" | smiled at him. He stroked my face again, and strapped my splint back 
on. "Will you--stay with me?" He smiled. 


"Yes. | will" Slash smiled, walking over to the window and drawing the blinds and curtains shut. He got into bed 
next to me, pulling the covers over himself. He drew me into him, cuddling me close to him. | felt so warm and 
safe in his arms, feeling the warmth radiating from his body. | nuzzled his collarbone, smiling. He laughed softly, 
petting my head. "Hey, Axl?" | purred into his neck. 

"Yeah?" | answered, relaxing into him and listening to the sound of his breathing. 

"| love you." 


| teared up a little, nuzzling his neck and kissing it. 


‘| love you too, Slash." 


Trouble 


Author's Notes: 

Ok *holds breath* Chapter 4 | think | may or may not have lost count. | am stuggling a little now, just trying 
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(special thanks to slashsgirl for being my BETA! You're an Alpha to me. :-) ) 


Some noise in the distance. It sounded like shouting. My eyes felt too heavy to open. It really does sound like 

elling. Who the fuck is yelling? Damn, I'm trying to sleep here, you inconsiderate prick. Go away. But the yellin 
young peng ying P y P y pg 
is getting louder, and closer. Goddammit, you have got to be fucking kidding me.. 


With a great effort, | opened my eyes. The room was dim, but a little light was still shining through the slit in 
the curtains. The bed was so warm and comfy. | yawned widely, trying to cover it with my hand and giving up 
halfway through. There was just enough light for me to see the red-headed angel in bed next to me. | stared; 
it was hard to look away. His porcelain skin glowed even in the dim light in the room. His injured and splinted 
hand was resting on his chest, | watched it rise and fall slowly as he breathed. But at the sound of the 
screaming coming from the hallway, he moaned and stirred a little. | turned to him, tucking some red strands 
behind his ear. The rest of it was splashed across the pillows like orange paint. Fuck. Who the fuck was 
shouting? They were gonna wake him uplHe stirred again, opening his pretty eyes a bit this time. Dammit. | 
turned to him in bed, caressing his face. He didn't look like he was doing so well again. The guy did just have 
surgery a few hours ago, and the beautiful feelings that go with an orgasm only block out pain for so long.. | 


wrapped an arm around him comfortingly. 
"Wh-what's going on?" Axl murmured sleepily, rubbing his eye with his good hand. "Who's shouting?" 


"| don't fucking know, but I'm going out there in a minute. It kinda sounds like Doug." | sighed irritably. Axl was 
supposed to be resting and no way was he going to be able to if Doug was making a racket in the hall outside 


his room. Idiot... 
"What time is it?" said Axl quietly. | looked over my shoulder at the red lights of the alarm clock. 


Its about noon. A few minutes before." | turned back to him, drinking in his beauty. His eyes were almost fully 
open, shining green, like jade. He yawned; it was kinda cute. | smiled and petted his cheek a little. My cute little 
kitten. 


"| don't feel well." Axl breathed, nuzzling my shoulder. He looked at him, trying to see what he looked like. Even 
in the thin strip of light shining in the room, he looked paler than usual. | brushed his hair away from his face 
and felt his forehead. 


"You're running a temp, baby." | said softly to him. He felt warm, beyond reasonable doubt. He just looked at 
me with slightly wide eyes. "Stay close to me. Just try and go to back to sleep, Ax." | pulled him close; he 
rested his head against my shoulder and purred. But Doug's voice was getting louder, and soon it was right 
outside our door. | sighed angrily. Doug, you've got five seconds to either shut the fuck up or go the fuck 


away starting now, and l'm counting! 


Knocking on the door. Are you fucking shitting me right now? Doug was still yelling. Probably on the phone with 


someone. 


"Axl, open up, | need to talk to you right now." came Doug's obviously frustrated voice. He yelled something into 
his cell phone. "Yes, | know that's the general ideal Don't you dare tell me how to think!" 


Axl moaned into my neck. God fucking dammit. | turned to him. 


"Go back to sleep, baby. I'll handle this." | said edgily, throwing back the covers and going to open the door. My 
blood was starting to boil. This was fucking ridiculous. | whipped it open. Doug was standing there, phone in his 
ear, red in the face. He blinked, obviously surprised to see me-A: at all, B: in my boxers, and C: in my boxers 


in Axl's dark hotel room. He raised his eyebrows, but | wasn't about to take any shit from him. Hell no. 


"What in the fuck are you yelling about out here?" | said to him in a low, dangerous voice, folding my arms 
over my bare chest. The guy on the other end of the phone was still hollering at Doug, | could hear him from 
two feet away! "Axl is trying to sleep. He was up all night long in two different hospitals and he just had 
surgery a few hours ago. He's not feeling well, Doug. Leave him alone." Down the hall a little bit, | could see the 
faces of Matt, Gilby, Duff and Dizzy sticking out of the hotel room next door, puzzled at what all the noise 


was about, but not daring to venture out into a possible war zone. | ran my hand over my face in frustration. 


"I will get back to you in a minute! Look, Ill call you back! Yes, I'll mention it! Don't expect to see us next year, 
sir!" Doug said into the phone, slamming it shut. He shook his own shaggy blonde hair out of his face and 
sighed in frustration. "That was the promoter for the Detroit venue. They are very angry at the fact that we 
are postponing the two shows with only 24 hours notice. They are afraid that what happened in St. Louis is 
going to happen there if you don't show up and play, and they're concerned for the well-being of their venue. 
And also their goddamn profits." He said that last bit through clenched teeth and scratched his neck. | raised 
an eyebrow. The others were still listening. | shut the door behind me almost all the way so Axl could try and 
sleep again, and to keep Doug from just barging in there and disturbing him. 


"So what do you want us to do, Doug?" | shifted my weight and kept my arms folded. | was still taller than him 
even when | slouched. Helpful advantage. " ‘Cause right now, I'm kinda pissed that you just woke us both up, and 
l'm about ready to slam the door in your face and make you solve the problem. You're our manager, aren't 


you, or at least, you're supposed to be." Doug threw his hands up in frustration. 


"Slash, | have just spent an hour on the phone getting screamed at by a man who is several hundred miles 


away and makes much less than | do. | really don't need it from you too, ok?" Doug said acidly. But | tightened 


my arms. "| would like to have Axl call this asshole back and apologize for everything that has happened in the 
past 24 hours" 


"Ok, stop right there. Apologize? Axl didn't do anything wrong! He didn't slice his hand on purpose, Doug! And he 
needed emergency treatment and surgery! Do you fucking get that? | was with him the whole night! | have 
never seen him so scared and upset in the eight years that | have known him! Why the fuck should he have 
to apologize to some slimeball promoter for accidentally injuring himself?" Oh, | was mad now. | was ready to 


spit venom. Doug was actually suggesting that Axl basically get down on his knees and suck the promoters’ 


dicks to keep us out of trouble. Oh, hell no. 


"Goddammit, Slash, | am trying to save all of our asses, don't you get that? | am trying to keep you guys out 
of the bad press, with no help from any one of you! Do you have any idea how aggravating it is trying to keep 
you guys out of trouble? The least you could do is help me out here, Slash! | just want him to talk this asshat. 


Please?" Doug softened his voice. Oh no, Doug, that doesn't work on me. 

"No, Doug! What part of ‘Axl's not feeling well! did you not understand? Let the poor guy rest, God knows he's 
been through enough!" | was shouting now, forgetting that | was the one advocating for quiet so Axl could rest. 
Doug swore loudly, getting in my face. Oh, | was itching for a fight- 


"Slash, if you don't let me in right now-" Doug screamed, turning red in the face. 


"Whoa whoa whoa!" The others sprang into action, running into the scene and stepping in between us. Matt and 


Duff gripped my arms. Gilby and Dizzy flanked me as well. 

"Look, Doug, can we do this later? Please. You guys can't just keep yelling at each other in a hotel hallway. Let's 
take a break from this for a while and come back to it when we're all calmed down and ready to talk about it 
civilly. Ok?" said Duff, looking from me to him. Doug took a deep breath and sighed irritably. 

"Fine. Whatever. We'll continue this discussion later, Slash. With Axl" Doug turned on his heel and stormed off. 
He disappeared at the end of the hall. My blood was pounding in my ears and | was breathing like a winded 
rhino. Fuck that little prick. | turned to my bandmates, who were watching me cautiously. 

| was about ready to knock him out," | growled, shaking my hair out of my face. 

"Slash, you can't hit our manager," Matt said, trying to calm me down. | scoffed. 

"Manager, if that. The guy clearly doesn't give a shit, Matt. Not about Axl, not about any of us." | spat. 
"Yeah, well, Axl is the one in control of everything that goes on in his band, so.." Matt said bitterly. And just 
like that, | saw red again. | grabbed Matt by his black t-shirt and pinned him to the wall. He stared at me, 
horrified 


"You shut the fuck up." | said in a dangerous voice, ready to rip out his jugular. Duff and Gilby yanked on my 


shoulders painfully from behind and pulled me so hard off of Matt that | fell on the floor. Matt brushed 
himself off shakily. "Don't you dare talk about Axl like that." 


"Jesus, Slash, what the fuck is your problem?" Dizzy asked. Realizing what | had just done, | ran my hands over 


my face heavily, trying to bring myself back to this damn planet. Shit.. | needed sleep. | sighed. 


‘Sorry, Matt.. | didn't mean to be a fucking asshole. | don't why | got so mad. I've been up all night and my head 
is killing me. And I'm trying to take care of Axl and then Doug comes parading through the halls." | swallowed. | 
did feel bad now. Matt stared. 


Its whatever, man" Matt said simply, which was his way of saying "Apology accepted" 


"I think I'm just going to go back to bed." | said, rubbing my eye. | wanted to get back to Axl and make sure he 


was ok. Plus.. | also missed the warmth of him laying next to me. 


"We're going to go down and grab lunch. We'll see you later." said Gilby, walking off with Matt. | made to go 
back into Axl's room, but Duff stopped me. 


"Yeah, Duff?" | said, turning to look at him. | couldn't read the look he had on his face. It looked something like 


suspicion and concern. 


| want to know what the hell is going on with you today. This is totally unlike you. We've known each other for 
so long, Slash. You're my best friend. | have never seen you like this before, strung out or sober. You almost 
decked our manager, then our drummer. But before that, you tell us all to go away and leave Axl alone, even 
though we were worried about him-he's our friend too, Slash-because you'll take care of him. Then you come 
out of his room in your underweor.." Duff said, crossing his arms. | had to look up at him; he was a half-head 
taller than me. | took a moment to process everything he'd said. Was | really that out of the ordinary today? 
Now | felt guilty for worrying him. He was my best friend. | wanted to tell him about everything that had 
happened in the past 24 hours: Axl returning my feelings, us being together, laying in the hospital, arms 
wrapped around each other. Then | realized the magnitude of my situation: | had just come out of Axl's dark 
room in nothing but my underwear. Shit. This probably looked weird, didn't it? And how the hell didn't | realize 
it before? God, I'm fucking stupid sometimes.. 


"Look, Duff, it's really nothing. l'm just tired, that's all Ax and | were up all night, and we only got 3 hours of 
sleep before Doug showed up. | just need to sleep." | said wearily. But Duff raised an eyebrow. | knew that look: 
bullshit. And | had just called Axl "Ax". oh shit. No one calls him that.. Fuck! | am screwing myself here! | need 
to just go back to bed. Quick before | do any more damage.. 


‘Im fine. Really." | smiled, brushing my hair away. "I'll see you later." 


And | shut the door on him, his suspicious gaze burned into my vision even after | climbed back into bed next 


to Axl and closed my eyes. My heart was thumping. 


Did he know? 


Can We Stay Like This? 
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He stirred in bed next to me and moaned softly. | just looked at him. There was a pain in his voice, | could tell. 
He was suffering.. And until Doug got his painkillers from a CVS or something, he was still going to be in pain. | 
felt so bad. | wanted to do something. He opened his eyes and looked at me. They reminded me of clear glass 
bottles that used to hang in the windows of my grandma's house. They sparkled, even though they were in 


pain. 


"Are you ok, baby?" | asked him, stroking his cheek lovingly. It was soft, but covered with small traces of 
sweat. He shut his eyes again and nodded slowly, his pain so evident that even | could feel it now. My heart 
ached. Dammit, Doug, hurry up and get those painkillers already. 


"You don't look ok. I'm sorry. | wish | could do more for you..” | said, feeling really down. He brought his injured 
hand up to my face and brushed it gingerly. Then he winced in pain "Hey, hey, be careful. Don't hurt yourself, 
Ax." 


"This..this is enough." He breathed in a low voice. "You..being with me, here..this is enough." | stared, my heart 


pounding. | smiled at him, feeling warm all over, trying my best not to cry in front of him. God, | loved him so 


much. Why the hell had | waited so long to tell him? 


Slowly, | sank lower in bed next to him, feeling the heat from his body hitting me. | gently sidled in closer to 
him, resting my head on his soft, warm stomach. He was so comfortable. | wanted to always stay this close, 
just like this, and never be bothered again. The real world could go fuck itself. Who needed it anyway? | closed 
my eyes, content with the heat of his body under my cheek and the sound of his soft breathing, like waves on 


the ocean, music in my ears. 


| felt his warm, gentle fingers running through my hair meaningfully. The rise and fall of his midriff under me 
as he breathed in and out. God this was so amazing..better than any drug on the face of the fucking earth. Axl 
was my drug, my everlasting high that | never wanted to come down from. | never wanted to move from this 
spot again. | laid there against him, listening to his breathing, melting into the gentle touches from his fingers 
in my hair. He sighed contentedly. | ran my fingers slowly and lightly across his belly, enjoying how smooth and 
soft his skin was. He chuckled happily and squirmed a bit. | smiled into his ribs. 


"Ticklish, are we?" | said with a mischievous little grin, still tracing patterns on the skin a few inches above his 


waistband. "You really are sensitive." 


"Can't help it" He laughed softly, rubbing my shoulder. | squeezed closer to him, nuzzling his side. He giggled. 
"Ass." | smirked. 


"Yes, | have one of those." | grinned, picking up my head up to look at him. He had a weak smile on his face, but 
it was still a smile, and it was still so dazzling and beautiful. "And so do you, a very nice one, if | may be so 
bold, Mr. Rose." He rolled his eyes at me, smirking, running his fingers through my hair again. | couldn't get 
enough of it. | rested my head back on his stomach. 


"I know you're not feeling well, but you're so nice and warm, Ax." | sighed against him, kissing his navel 


tenderly. "You're beautiful." 


He didn't say anything. But he squeezed me even closer to him. He didn't need to say anything. | could feel it in 
his body. It was nice.. 


| feel asleep, curled up on him like a cat. 


When | awoke, | was alone. Nothing under me but the crisp sheets. It was much colder now. No source of 
warmth. | shivered, sitting up on my elbows slowly. Axl was gone. The room was still dark, even though it was 
probably light outside. | looked around. Where was he? | could feel my heart starting to pound Why did he just 
up and leave? Did | do something wrong? Wait.that sounded like someone coughing. | glanced toward the 
bathroom. The door was open a little and the light was on. | sat up completely. 


"Axl?" | called, holding my breath for an answer. | felt my heart beat many many times before | heard 
anything back: a small moan. Yep, that was definitely him. Thank fucking God! Getting up and throwing back the 
covers, | walked swiftly into the bathroom. There he was on his knees in front of the toilet, his good hand 
clutching it for dear life, his splinted one dangling off of his lap. | dropped to my own knees on the cold tile 
floor and swept his hair back off his face just before he bowed over the toilet again. | grimaced. 


"IFs ok, Ax.its ok" | said soothingly, rubbing his back as he coughed. He moaned softly, panting. "Shhh." 

His good hand trembled on the plunger before flushing it. | took it in my hand and kissed it. 

‘Feel better?" | asked him softly, brushing his hair away from his face tenderly. He looked at me, his face 
dotted in sweat. He was pale and shivering. He looked like hell, and it scared me. Why the hell was he feeling so 


ill? The doctor said the surgery had gone well, so what the fuck was all this happening to him now? 


"N-no.." He stammered, still panting a little. The sight of him looking like that broke my heart. | wanted to take 


his pain away. "| don't understand. Why do | feel so sick? What's wrong with me?" 


| sat back against the cabinets. He looked so scared.. his eyes were wide and he was shaking like a leaf. Fuck.. 
couldn't look at him like that. Slowly, | wrapped my arms around his shoulders and pressed him into my chest, 
smoothing his beautiful hair. He relaxed into me, trying to get his breathing back to normal and failing. 


‘Breathe, baby." | said, holding him to me and caressing his head. "Breathe. It's going to be ok. Just breathe. 
Listen to mine." | squeezed him a little tighter to my chest, rubbing his back with my other hand. | could feel 
hot tears drop onto my skin, like little embers. | kissed the top of his head lovingly. "Breathe with me, Axl." 


We both drew a deep breath together. | held him to me. We exhaled. 


"Good, baby. Do it again" | breathed with him. With each exhale, he relaxed further into my chest. | rubbed his 
shoulder lightly. "Now let me hear you do it by yourself, ok? Deep breaths." 


He did. His breathing was the only sound in the silent room. It echoed. With each of his breaths, both of our 
worry started to subside. He was much more relaxed now in my arms, resting his head against my chest. | 
could feel the deep rise and fall of his shoulders in a regular rhythm now. Good.. | didn’t like seeing him upset 
and worried.. | had seen enough of that to last me my whole life in the past 24 hours. 


"Feel better now?" | asked him. | felt him nod against my chest, his hair tickling my skin a little. "Good. Do you 
want me to go get Doug? Maybe he could get a doctor to come up here and take a look at you. Or at least call 
that hospital we were at in New York. Have them explain what the hell is going on." He shook his head. "No?" 


"Just hold me, Slash.." He said softly, breathing slowly. He still didn’t sound very well, and my worry was coming 
back. | tried to relax and focus on the sound of his breathing, the feel of his body against mine, the smell of 


his cologne. | think he was doing the same. Silence again 


"Do you want to go back to the bed? It might be more comfortable for you." | said in his ear, stroking his 


hair, my arm now wrapped around his waist. 


"No.. | want to stay just like this. Can we stay like this, Slash?" Axl said softly. "I don't want to move. This is 
perfect." 


| blushed like the goddamn setting sun. | smiled at the top of his glowing red head and sighed peacefully. The 
stiff wood cabinets and the cold tile floor didn't bother me anymore. 


"Yeah, baby. We can stay like this." 


im in Over My Head 
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The plot thickens.. anyone want a bowl? 


Someone was shaking me..what the hell? Go away.. leave me alone.. it hurts.. stop.. 
"Ax? Ax, wake up. Come on, Ax!" 


| know that voice.. right? Yeah! How could | forget? Sorry, Slash. I'm ok. Don't sound so worried.. 
"Axl" 


Shit, | was getting so dizzy from the shaking.. Ugh. Slash, don't do that anymore... l'm gonna hurl again.. Ok, ok, 
I'm getting up.. 


| opened my eyes. It felt like my someone tried to tape my eyelids shut, and my head weighed a hundred 
pounds. My hand was throbbing dully. | guess | should be used to it by now.. Damn.. The bright light of the 
bathroom pounded on me. | was laying against something warm and soft.. | knew that touch.. | liked that touch.. 


| sighed deeply, my body feeling heavy. My ass felt cold from the tile. 


"Hey, Ax, are you sure you're ok? What happened?" | heard Slash's voice vibrate inside of him. He sounded 


worried. | didn't mean to make him worry. 


"Yeah... I'm sorry, Slash.. | guess | fell asleep, | think" | said, swallowing, | tried to get up, but Slash had his arms 
around my shoulders, keeping me against his chest. | wasn't complaining; | felt so safe there in his arms. His 
hair brushed my shoulders lightly; it tickled a little. | could feel him looking down at me. Ugh.. | felt so terrible.. 


My stomach wouldn't stop moving... Dammit. 


"Are you sure, baby? You just suddenly zoned out.. | was worried." He sighed in relief, squeezing me gently. | 


felt so sick. but it made me feel a little better to be held by him. "Do you feel better?" 


"No." | felt his fingers gently rubbing my arm. It felt so soothing. He was doing so much for me.. | felt like a 
burden to him. A weakling. What good was |? | was so fucking useless! 


"Ax... really want to call Doug. As much as | hate to do it, and believe me, | do, | think there's something wrong. 


He should have gotten your painkillers a while ago anyway. And | think a doctor needs to take a look at you. 
Please, baby. Can | do that?" 


| sighed against him. This whole situation | got thrust into last night in Ohio was starting to piss me off. Sure, 
it brought Slash and | together, but look at all the shit | had to go through for it.. And look where | was.. No! 
Dammit, Axl, you fucking idiot, stop thinking like that! You're surrounded by the guy you love, the one you've 
loved since Duff first yanked him into the rehearsal space the night before the Hell Tour! The one who gave 
up sleep and peace of mind to be with you and take care of you, the one who hasn't left your side since this 
all happened! | sighed again. No one had ever taken such good care of me in my entire 30 years of life.. only 
one that had ever come close was Izzy. Slash loved me and wanted to protect me and care for me.. So why 


am | fighting him? 


"Okok." | said, feeling like | was going to hurl again. | was so ready for this bullshit to be over and done with. | 
just wanted to drift back to sleep with him curled up next to me, his soft black curls tickling my face and the 
sound of his soft breathing filling my head. 


"You know | just want to help, right?" | heard him say above me, kissing my head. | nodded. 


"I know. You haven't left me since the moment it actually happened.. You're worried about me, and all I'm doing 
is being difficult.. I'm sorry, Slash." | murmured, wishing this godawful pain would just go the fuck away. Tears 


were starting to well up in my eyes again. | just let them fall.. 


"Don't be sorry, baby. | know you're not feeling well. It's ok" He nuzzled my head. | couldn't help but laugh. 
Slash.. you're adorable.. "Come on, let's get you back to bed" He lifted me up slowly and carefully and led me 
back into bed. My head was swimming a little as he pushed me back gently onto the mattress and covered me 


with the soft sheets. | felt the bed dip as he sat next to me and stroked my cheek with backs of his fingers. | 
nuzzled his hand. He laughed. 


"You're so cute sometimes." He said fondly. He leaned in to kiss me on the forehead, smoothing back my hair. 
"ll be back, ok? | want to make sure Doug calls a doctor and has your painkillers. Don't get out of bed, ok?" | 
nod. | doubt | could get up again anyway even if | wanted to; my head felt funny. | watched him go to the door 


and leave. | shut my eyes, missing his warmth and touch already. 


* eK 


| shut his bedroom door quietly behind me, making sure he stayed in bed. | hoped my worry didn't show too 


much.. 
| turned around and had a mini heart attack: Doug was standing in front of me, looking like he'd just had the 
scare of his life too. | didnt want to rely on his help, but Axl needed it. | swallowed my bitterness and opened 


my mouth. 


"Slash, | need to talk Axl" He interrupted me. | stared. "Remember? This can't wait anymore." 


"Doug, come on, not right now. | need your help." | clenched my teeth. "Axl needs a doctor..." 
"Why? What's wrong with him?" Doug asked, folding his arms and frowning, puzzled. 


"He's not doing well.. he threw up a few times and he has a fever.. I'm worried he might have to go back to 
the hospital. Like, maybe his hand is infected." | said, rubbing my arm. | tried to let Doug know how worried | 
was, that | wasn't drunk or high or whatever he thought | was. He surveyed me. 


"Well, | just got back from the pharmacy. Here's his Percocet." Doug handed me a paper bag. "What's he doing 


now?" 


"He's in bed now. | made sure he stayed in it" | said, looking in the bag. Sure enough, there was an orange pill 
bottle in their with his name printed on it. Good. Now we were getting somewhere. "Look, Doug, for what it's 
worth, l'm sorry | was a dick, but please can't we just let Axl rest and have him call those idiots later? 


Please? He needs a doctor" 


"Alright, alright." Doug said. "I'll go call someone." He sighed and ran his fingers through his hair. He stared at 
me, noticing | was still in my boxers. "You may want to put on some actual clothes, Slash." He walked off. | 

stared at him. Idiot. But at least he was going to get someone. Finally. | made to go back into the room, but a 
cold hand on my shoulder stopped me. | turned around, thinking Doug had thought of something smart to say 


to me and came back to say it. 
It was Duff. | sighed in relief. | really didn't want to deal with Doug anymore today. 


"Yo, Duff, what's up? Didn't you go down to lunch with everyone else?" | asked him. He didn't say anything. But | 
didn't like the bizarre look he had on his face. It was like worry mixed with hurt and anger. What the hell 
brought this on? 


| want to know what is going on, Slash." Duff said, crossing his arms, trying to look intimidating. | sighed. Oh 


jeez, not this again, not now. Duff, | love you, but | have enough to worry about at the moment, ok? 


"Duff, there's nothing wrong. | already told you." | sighed wearily, pinching the bridge of my nose. "Don't worry 
about it, ok?" 


"The fuck | won't!" Duff yelled, throwing up his hands. "You're my best fucking friend, Slash, and now you can't 
tell me anything anymore? | know you're lying to me! Best friends never lie to each other! | thought you 
trusted me, or has that all changed in the past 24 hours?" | ran my hands over my face, doing my best not 
to lose my shit. The guy was just worried, that was all.. he didn't mean to be so angry.. "You've been with Axl 
all night and all day so far! You haven't left his room for anything! For God's sake, you're not even dressed! 


Dammit, Slash, look at mel" 


He grabbed my chin and forced it upward so roughly that it hurt! | stared into his anxious eyes, and the hurt 


inside of him stared back. Great. Now | felt like a class-A jackass. But did he have to be so damn rough? 


"Jesus Duff, not so hard!" | hissed, jerking out of his grip and taking a step back from him, rubbing my jaw. His 
eyes were wide. What the-he looked like he was going to cry! Why was this ripping him up so badly? "lm taking 
care of Axl, ok? Duff, I'm worried about him, he isn't doing very well. He has a fever and he threw up several 

times, and he's really warm and pale. This isn't normal. I'm worried his hand is infected or something, or that 


something went wrong during surgery that the doctor missed. I'm taking care of him and making sure nothing 
bad happens to him. That's all." 

"But why you? Let Doug take care of him. That's his job, right? | don't want you to worry yourself sick too 
over him. I'm worried about him too, Slash, but staying in the room with him 24-1." Duff said, shaking his 


mop out of his face. 


Its only been a few hours since surgery, Duff, it hasn't even been that long. And Axl asked me to stay." | 
replied, starting to get a little annoyed. What the fuck? Why was he acting like such a drama queen over this? 


"Slash, be honest with me. You owe me that." Duff said in an injured voice, gripping his arms. Ok, what the hell 
is he saying? What brought all of this shit on? 


"Duff, | am being honest! What more do you want?" | said exasperatedly, slapping my leg angrily. 
"Slash... is there something going on between you and Axl? | want to know. And | want to know now!" 


And everything in the universe came to an abrupt, screeching halt. 


Old Friends 
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The phone rang. Somewhere, deep in my haze, | could hear it ringing. | wanted to throw it at the wall so it 
would shut the fuck up. | felt so sick and hot. Why can't everyone just leave me alone? | just want to sleep.. 
my hand fucking hurts.. where was Slash? 


Moaning, | rolled over to the bedside table, fumbling for it in the dark. | missed twice, knocking my glasses and 
the tissue box onto the floor. Cursing under my breath, | finally grabbed the received and picked it up. 


"Hello?" | said, irritably and weakly. Goddamn whoever the fuck this was calling me, waking me up when l'm 
trying to sleep. | felt sick, and | really hoped | wasn't going to throw up into the phone. Housekeeping would 


shoot me. 


"Hey there, Ax." | almost dropped the phone. Suddenly, my heart was hammering in my throat. Numbness was 
spreading throughout my body. No-no it couldn't be-it couldn't be-this had to be a trick- 


| swallowed the lump in my throat, almost choking on it. 


"lazy. 


* eK 


| stared at him. | couldn't understand why he was so fucking bent out of shape about this! Why was this 
bothering him so much? There was something going on between us, yes, but | couldn't tell him that! Axl would 
feel like | betrayed his trust if | told anyone about us without asking him first. And | couldn't do that to him.. 
It took so much for him to trust people, and he meant the world to me.. | didn't want to kill our relationship 
before it had the chance to even begin | mentally braced myself. If protecting Axl meant lying to my best 
friend, then so be it. The guilt would pass eventually, and I'm sure Duff would forgive me. 


"Duff, there's nothing going on! Why would you even ask that? l'm straight, and so is Axl! | think you're acting 
crazy." | lied, shaking my head and making to go back into Axl's room. But Duff grabbed me around the wrist, 
yanking me back. His grip was so tight it hurt. | whipped around to look at him. My heart stopped in my chest. 


There were tears pouring like rain down his face. It was like someone had driven a knife into my chest. 


"Duff." | said gently, moving in towards him, trying to reach out and pat the guy on the shoulder. Fuck, why 


was he crying? Unless he-oh no- 


‘Ie seen the way you look at him. | maybe an alcoholic, but I'm not oblivious, Slash. I'm pretty damn 
observant. I've seen the way you watch him onstage, and when we're on the plane or the bus.. it's like nothing 
else exists in the world except for him. You look at him like he's a god among men.. I've seen you check him 


out. | know what love looks like. | know what it feels like." He drew a shaking breath. "You-you love hin." 


Now | felt sick Guilty and fucking sick My heart was beating irregularly. | reached out to try and comfort him, 
but he slapped my hand away. His touch burned and stung. He was crying now, his face red and waterlogged. 
Dammit.. | never wanted this to happen.. how did this happen? How did it all happen? Why? 


"All this time, |-Duff, l-I didn't know you felt that way about me.." | said in a shaking voice. "I honest to God 


had no idea.!-I'm so sorry." 


"Don't!" He cried. "Just don't!" He rubbed his eyes feverishly. "I don't want your apologies!" He took a few deep 
breaths. Then he let out a bitter laugh. It scared the fuck out of me. "It always happens this way.. Axl gets 
everything he wants, he always does! He gets everything: the band name, the control, everything! And now he 
gets youl | don't understand it; | hate it! What does he have that | don't, Slash? You tell me! Everyone worships 
the goddamn ground he walks on, including you! It isn't fair!" He sobbed, trying to breathe regularly and failing 
at it. "I only wanted you! That's alll | wanted you to love me like | loved youl | wanted you to notice mel | liked 
you for you! | never would have treated you badly, or yelled at you, or threatened youl | would treat you 


better than he treats youl" 


"Duff, stop!" | yelled, grabbing his shoulders and shaking him. "Just stop!" He stared at me, tears still falling. 
Fuck my life.. fuck me.. why does this happen to me? "Listen to me, ok? You are my best friend. You always 
have been, and you always will be, no matter what. | promise. But-I love Axl, Duff. | do. Ok? And he loves me 
too. He told me last night in the hospital that he's loved me since he first met me. | want to pursue him..ok?" 


"He'll hurt you and leave you! That's how he is! He uses people until they're no longer of any value to him! 


Then he'll chuck you aside!" Duff sobbed. "| would never do that to you!" 


"Duff, you don't know that!" | fired back. My blood was starting to boil. | understand that the poor guy was 


hurting, but now he was just being ridiculous. 


"Neither do you! You two just spilled your love to each other yesterday! You haven't spent enough time 


together to knowl" He screamed. 


But my blood pressure was at its boiling point. Before | could stop myself, my palm connected with his face in 
a sharp slap. The force of it sent him back onto his ass in the hallway. He stared up at me with wide, horrified 
eyes. 


"Shut up, Duff! Shut the fuck up! I'm sorry you're hurting right now, but you're acting like a goddamn selfish 


brat! Let me make my own decisions! When | want your opinion, I'll ask for it!" | spat venomously. 


He just stared, stricken and hurt. And the more | looked at him, the worse | felt. The reality of what | had 


done was sinking in now... I'm an idiot. 


"Oh, Duff, I'm so sorry, | didn't mean--" | stammered, reaching out a hand to help him up off the floor. He 
batted it away with a sharp smack. A dull, throbbing pain went through my wrist. Before | knew what was 
going on, Duff was running away down the hall, sobbing loudly. God. Damn. It. I'm so stupid.. | must have really 
hurt him. What the hell is wrong with me? 


| slid slowly down the wall outside the hotel room and sat on the thin carpet. 


How Are You? 
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"Hey, its been a while. How are you?" 


All| could hear was my deafening heartbeat thundering in my ears. lzzy..that motherfucker.he leaves the band 
with a phone call, leaves everything we had behind, screws me over..and all he has to say is "how are you"?! 


Like this was some delightful little church soiree? Oh, fuck that! 


"m hanging up." | said curtly, feeling my stomach turning again. Fuck this shit. Fuck Izzy, fuck this hand, fuck 
my life. | made to take the old-fashioned phone away from my ear. 


"No, wait, Axl! Please don't hang up. Please. | need to talk to you. | want to talk to you. Please don't hang up on 
me." Izzy sounded pleading, but not desperate. | couldn't even describe it. But it stopped me in my tracks. 
Dammit.. he always had that mysterious power over me..l was like putty in his hands. | hated him for it. And 
he knew it too. | held my breath. Making him wait. Like he made me wait. Like he still makes me wait. See how 
you like it, Stradlin 


‘Im listening." | say after a moment of silence. "This had better be good, you son of a bitch. Because | am in a 
really bad fucking way right now." A sigh on the other end. Not an impatient one though. God, what was with 
him today? This wasn't like him at all, | could tell, and we hadn't even been on the phone that long. Fucking 
freak. 


".h-how are you feeling?" He said hesitantly into my ear. Like he knew what he wanted to say, but had no 
earthly idea how to say it. That was different. Izzy was always so laid back, so cool, never letting anything 
ruffle his feathers. It was one of the things | had loved about him.. 


But not anymore. | wouldn't spit in his general direction now. Screw him. He can go choke for all | care. The only 
reason | was still on the phone with him was to make him feel bad for how shitty his departure was. 


"Oh, fucking amazing, Izzy! | feel like I'm on cloud fucking nine!" | replied, almost gagging on my sarcasm. "My 
head is pounding, my hand is in agony, and my stomach’s in knots that keep tightening and loosening repeatedly. 
Oh, and did | mention | haven't actually slept in the last 24 hours? How do you fucking think | am?" There was 


a small bit of silence following that. Good. You can just process that information, you piece of shit. 
"Yeah, | heard about your hand. How is it? Did you have to go to the hospital?" Izzy asked. Wait.huh? Someone 
pinch me.he sounded like he was actually concerned for me. There's something | had heard in a while. Was he- 


actually worried? 


"How did you know about my hand?" | asked, my tone softening, laying back in bed to try and settle everything. 


It wasn't working very well so far. 


"Heard it from Alan. And it was on MTV as well. | guess gossip really travels fast" He said evenly. "So, how is 


it? Did you need stitches and stuff?" 


"| needed stitches and surgery. And we had to cancel shows because | am supposed to be resting. Yet here | 
am." | said. Why was he so concerned about this? He didn't bother to call me any other time. Why now? 


‘Ouch..that sounds really painful.” He said. Ok, maybe it was just me, but his voice sounded sad! Sad! Why the 
hell would he sound sad? Jesus, what was going on with him today? It was starting to weird me out. Yet, | was 
still on the phone with him.. 

"Yeah. No shit." came my answer. Ok, maybe that was a little harsher than it needed to be. Oh well. 


"Sorry you had to go through that, Ax.. I'm sorry | wasn't there with you." 


My mind stopped dead. What. The. Fuck? What am | hearing? What is he saying? He's sorry for not being 
there? This is all way too much.. My head started spinning... | felt dizzy.. Son of a bitch.. 


"Ax? You there?" Came his voice after a long silence. My voice was frozen. 
"Ax?" He sounded panicky now. Just like me- 


"l-Im here.. | just feel faint.. That's all." | breathed, shutting my eyes. The room was tilting and | didn't like it. 


Slash, where are you? | don't want to be alone.. 

"Oh..ok.." | heard him sigh into the phone. | knew that sigh. Relief. 

No one said anything for a bit. | was still trying to stay in this reality. God, | felt sick. Izzy, | want to go back 
to bed. It was nice for you to call because you were worried and whatever, but | want to sleep. Sleep made me 


forget how fucking shitty | was feeling. 


"Why did you call, Izzy?" | asked, no trace of hostility in my voice anymore. | had forgotten why | was even 
mad at him in the first place. 


"| was..worried about you.. | heard about your hand and all, and | wanted to make sure you were ok." | heard 


his soft voice in my ear. It relaxed me a little. The voice of an old friend.. 
‘I'll live. | just need rest and some physical therapy. Trust me." | said. 
"I also wanted to talk to you... do you have a minute?" He asked. It seemed like an honest question. 


"Uh..yeah, | guess. What did you want to talk about?" | said. | was lost. What did he want to talk about that 


seemed so urgent? And why now? 
"| don't want to do it over the phone." 


| was really fucking lost now. What, did he want me to page him or something? Or write him a letter? Was he 
back on drugs? Or was | so sick that | was just imagining all of this shit? 


"| don't-" 
‘lm in the lobby. I'll be up shortly." 


Click. Dial tone. 
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Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! Why did | do that? What the fuck was | thinking? | never meant to actually hurt 
him, | just wanted him to shut the fuck up! He didn't know what Axl had said to me that day in the hospital. He 


didn't see the same Axl | saw. He didn't know; it was as simple as that. 


But Goddammit, | didn't mean for it to happen this way.. How the hell was | supposed to know how he really 
felt? He was blasted off his ass half the time, and the other half of the time we just sat around and talked 
about the band. Not once did we even touch the subject of love. Duff, I'm not a fucking mind-reader, ok? And | 


can't read people that well either; l'm an oblivious goddamn idiot. Plus your signals sucked. 


What am | gonna do now? Axl's sick and waiting for me to come back; | had promised to take care of him 
today. | love him a lot; and | had for a long time. | want to just crawl back under the covers with him. | felt so 
weightless and carefree with him. It's like he put my mind at ease just by being next to me. No one else in my 


life, man or woman, ever made me feel like that. It was a whole new experience. 


But | had just hit my best friend across the face. Not only had | hit him, | hurt him too. And | essentially 
betrayed Axls trust by telling someone about us, even if he had already figured it out. That wasn't something 
that anyone else had needed to know about yet. Not even our band members. And what if Duff got blasted and 
told the wrong people? What a fucking disaster that would be.. We'd be ruined Not just Axl and |, the whole 
band..we'd never stay out of the tabloids. 


| rubbed my wrist where Duff had smacked it away. It hurt, and it looked a little swollen in the hall light. Great. 
At least we had some time off before the next show. Maybe it would heal a little. Hopefully Axl would be able 
to perform in a few days. We can't cancel any more shows. Detroit and St. Louis are already declaring us 


public enemy number |; we don't need any more cities pissed at us. 


| leaned my head back against the wall. Damn | need a drink. Or several. But before | get blasted | guess | 
should go apologize to Duff first.. | owe him that at least for being a world-class jackass.. 


| got up and made my way slowly to the hotel bar. Nowhere else he would be. 


Now I'm Here 
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There he was in the doorway, looking like he'd never left. Wavy, jet-black hair, aviators hiding his rich chocolate 
eyes. His denim jacket was a little wet, and small water droplets were dripping from his hair. His leather duffel 
bag was spotted with raindrops. | couldn't read his expression at all. He seemed.weary, relieved almost. That 
was a look | had never seen before. He smiled when he saw me. That hadn't changed either. Cool, suave, like 
nothing ever bothered him. Freak. It was hard to tell what he was feeling, if he ever felt anything at all.. | 
stood in the doorway, forgetting (at the moment) that | had only boxers on. | leaned on the doorway. | was not 
going to let him sweet-talk me. No fucking way in hell. 


"Yes?" | said bluntly, trying to fold my arms and forgetting that one of them was in a brace, splint and sling. 
Izzy's smile faded a little. 


"l-Im glad to see you, Ax. I've missed you." He said, with some strange emotion in his voice that even | didn't 


know. | raised my eyebrows. This just got ten times weirder. What the hell was going on? 


"You're fucking freaking me out, lzzy.." | said, tempted to back away from him. This was so weird! Didn't HE feel 
weird, like me? Or was he impervious to feelings? He chose not to respond to my statement. There was some 


awkward-as-fuck silence. 

"M-May | come in?" Izzy asked bravely, but with a lot of hesitation. Deep down, | sort of pitied him. Maybe | 
was being an asshole. Then again, this was my best friend who helped form this band and who left with nothing 
more than a shitty phone call. My best friend, for fucks sakes! What kind of best friend does that to you? 

But | stood aside and let him in. The room was still dark. Ugh. My stomach was doing somersaults again Fuck. 
This was bullshit. | wanted him to go away, so why the hell did | just let him into my room? Izzy shut the door 
behind him and put his bag down by my nightstand. More awkward silence. He sat on the edge of my bad. | sat 
on the opposite edge, my back turned to him. No one said a thing. Finally, he spoke. 

"How did your surgery go?" 


"Fine" | mumbled, brushing my hair behind my ears. 


"That's good. That's great. Is it going to heal completely?" 


"Yes." 


"Good! That's really good. | was afraid that you might not recover fully. | was worried about you." Wait, was 
that fear | just heard? Holy shit, is this the end of days? He actually cares? Wow this is new. 


"Since when have you cared about me?" | said bitterly to the wall. | could feel his eyes staring at the back of 
my head. Let him stare. | was not going to give him the privilege of looking at him. 


"Axl-l've always cared. You know that. | know you know that. | wish you would look at me so you could see it. 
I'm here, aren't |? No one asked me to come. Alan told me not to. He was worried about how you would react, 


but | had to see you. But you're making me sound like a monster just because | left-" 


"Well if the shoe fucking fits, Izzy." | spat murderously, still staring at the wall. We both went silent yet again 
Why the fuck did | invite him in, | should have just told him to get out. In fact, why didn't | just kick him out 


now? This was MY room after all; he was here at my good fucking graces. And | could easily take those away. 
So why didn't | already? 
"Ax, l-I don't know what to say-| didn't realize you hated me so much." Izzy said softly. 


"Yeah, well, that was YOUR mistake. | hated you the moment you left" A lump started swelling in my throat. 
Oh my good fucking God.. now | was going to CRY? Are you fucking kidding me? Why? HE should be the one 
crying, not me! | tried to brush the tears away quietly, but of course | started breathing fast, trying to 
control myself and fucking failing at it. | wiped my eyes. It burned. "Just go the fuck away." 


A hand and arm curled around my bare stomach, another around my shoulders and yanked me backward so 
hard | had whiplash! In a flash | was looking back at Izzy, who had arms clasped around me and was holding me 
to him, but in the process the idiot knocked my bad hand. White-hot pain flashed in front of my eyes and | 
screamed in agony, biting my lip so hard | drew blood. | felt dizzy and sick. The pain pounded in time to my 


pulse. 


"Axl! Oh my God, ch my God, I'm so sorry! | didn't mean to hurt your hand, | didn't think! l'm so sorry!" Izzy 
cried frantically. | squeezed my eyes shut. Fuck you, Izzy, just get out! You've done enough damage and you've 


only been here for ten minutes! 


Soft, gentle, trembling hands dabbed at my lip with a soft tissue. My heart skipped a beat. He was putting so 
much care and tenderness into what he was doing. God, it had been so long since he had done anything like this 


for me. Not since-no! | wasn't going back there! That part of my life was over and we both knew it. Over! 


| bolted up, almost knocking myself in the face with his hand. He stared, surprised. But | sat up way too quickly 
for the state | was in-my stomach turned. | was gonna be sick for real this time. | doubled over, trying my 


best not to fucking puke on the carpet. My mouth was bone-dry. Dammit. Izzy was right at my back. 


"Axl, are you ok?" Izzy asked, very concerned, like a parent talking to his sick child | shook my head slowly, 
trying not to make the nausea any worse. He squeezed my shoulder tenderly. It burned where he touched me. 


Why was he doing all this? 


| knew it was coming. | leapt up like I'd been shocked and ran into the bathroom, flinging myself hard onto my 
knees in front of the toilet, just barely making it. | bowed over the toilet, gagging. Fuck. This. Shit. | panted into 
the bowl, feeling horrendous. Yeah, I'm a real glamorous rockstar, on my knees puking my guts out in a hotel 


bathroom. Lap of luxury right here. 


My hair was being pulled tenderly back from my face. | felt a soft, warm hand at my back, rubbing it gently. 
Hs hand.. The sound of flushing.. His breath was faint and hot on the back of my shoulder. His chin slowly sank 


into the curve where my neck and shoulder met. It was light as air.. 


| didn't move. He was right behind me, bracing me. | waited for my stomach to settle.. the nausea went away 
but why was | still so nervous? A dull heat crept up my face. | couldn't look at him, so | stared at the toilet 
lid. Tears slipped down my face before | could stop them. Dammit, Izzy, just go away, please.. | was being pulled 
back... 


| was looking up at the ceiling. Firm but nurturing arms held me close to a warm chest. | couldn't move. | was 


frozen. Soft lips met mine in a haze of black, his hair tickling my face. A rush of noise, like | was drowning- 


Fuck.. 


Hurt 
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Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! Why did | do that? What the fuck was | thinking? | never meant to actually hurt 
him, | just wanted him to shut the fuck up! He didn't know what Axl had said to me that day in the hospital. He 


didn't see the same Axl | saw. He didn't know; it was as simple as that. 


But Goddammit, | didn't mean for it to happen this way.. How the hell was | supposed to know how he really 
felt? He was blasted off his ass half the time, and the other half of the time we just sat around and talked 
about the band. Not once did we even touch the subject of love. Duff, I'm not a fucking mind-reader, ok? And | 
can't read people that well either; I'm an oblivious goddamn idiot, you've known me long enough. Plus your 


signals sucked, dude. 


What am | gonna do now? Axl's sick and waiting for me to come back; | had promised to take care of him 
today. | love him a lot; and | had for a long time. | want to just crawl back under the covers with him. | felt so 
weightless and carefree with him. It's like he put my mind at ease just by being next to me. No one else in my 
life, man or woman, ever made me feel like that. It was a whole new experience. Yeah, | know, we just started 


dating not even 24 hours ago. Part of me is a hopeless romantic. 


But | had just hit my best friend across the face. Not only had | hurt him physically, | hurt him emotionally 
too. And | essentially betrayed Axl's trust by telling someone about us, even though Duff had already figured 
it out. That wasn't something that anyone else had needed to know about yet. Not even our band members. 
And what if Duff got blasted and told the wrong people? What a fucking disaster that would be.. We'd be 
ruined. Not just Axl and |, the whole band..we'd never stay out of the tabloids. 


| rubbed my wrist where Duff had smacked it away. It hurt, and it looked a little swollen in the hall light. Great. 
At least we had some time off before the next show. Maybe it would heal a litte. Hopefully Axl would be able 
to perform in a few days. We can't cancel any more shows. Detroit and St. Louis are already declaring us 


public enemy number |; we don't need any more cities pissed at us. 


| leaned my head back against the wall. Damn | need a drink. Or several. But before | get blasted | guess | 


should go apologize to Duff first.. | owe him that at least for being a world-class jackass.. 


| got up and made my way slowly to the hotel bar. Nowhere else he would be. 


* eK 


The haze was receding, even though my head still felt like it was going to split in two. My hand throbbed like 
fire. | still felt like | was going to heave whatever was still in my stomach, but my limbs felt so heavy | 
couldn't move. | was laying on something soft. Fabric touched my forehead...wait.. a shadow above me..a face 


inches from mine..that curly black hair..the feeling of not being able to breathe... 


Izzy. Izzy was kissing me. Izzy Stradlin was fucking kissing me. 
And it was like a switch flipped in my head. 
"Nol" | screamed, bolting upright. My hand spun back-- 


SMACK! It connected with the side of his face, sending him backward onto the ceramic tiled floor of the 


bathroom. He cried out in pain, once from the slap, and again when his head hit the floor. 


But | was already miles away from him, on the other side of the room, backed against the wall, panting. No, no, 
no, No, no, no.. | shook my head violently, trying to keep myself in this reality... Images of Slash and | together 
all flashed in my head like a fucked up reel of film speeding by. Oh God.. what have | done... no, no..| didn't want 


this to happen! | clutched my head, tears streaming down my face. Izzy, you motherfucker, how could you? 


Izzy sat up slowly, hand at his face. It took forever for his eyes To meet mine, but when they did, | could feel 
my heart freeze in my chest. He was crying, rivers flowing down his cheeks, his hazel eyes watery and red. He 
let out an anguished sob and buried his face in his hands. It sounded like a wounded dog, and it ripped apart my 


heart to hear it. Izzy.please go..leave.| can't take it anymore... 


"Axl, what have | done? l'm sorry, so very sorry! I'm so stupid and heartless! | never meant to hurt you, not 
once! But | did! | walked away from the best thing that ever happened to me! | loved you, and | let you go! I've 
regretted it every day since | left the band! | regretted not telling you that | still--still---"He hiccupped. 


‘Izzy, no, stop, please stop, | can't" | shook my head wildly, trying to dispel his sobs and his image from my 
thoughts. | can't, no, no, Izzy! Go away! Please! You're killing me, I'm dying, | can't breathe! 


"I still loved you even though we--we--broke up. | wanted you back! | never wanted to leave you but | did! | 
can't live with myself, Axl! | love youl" Izzy sobbed hysterically, his voice echoing off the walls so that six 


Izzys were crying and screaming in a sickening, ringing unison that made my stomach contract. | couldn't 


breathe--| had to get out--get away-- 


| can't--| can't breathe--" | gasped, clutching at my throat. No air was coming in, no air--| was gonna drown 
on dry land--l'm gonna die--my heart is being crushed-- 
Izzy looked up in alarm and immediately scurried to me like a frightened mouse. Get away from me, get away! 


"Axl, you have to breathe! Breathe!" Izzy screamed at me, tears streaming down on his face in massive floods. 


He was coming closer to me, and | tried phase through the wall behind to get away from him. | couldn't-- 


"No! No--get away!" | gasped, leaping up and almost falling back onto the floor. | had to run--get away--as far 


away from him as | could-- 


Hallway wallpapers flashed by me, my hair whipping behind me as | ran, cold air hitting the exposed parts of 


my body, my tears falling onto my knees--l need air--| need air-- 


Please--Slash--help me! |--need you-- 


* * * 


Yep, there he was, sitting at the polished but nicked oaken bar counter, swaying like a plant in the wind on his 
creaky bar stool. Slowly, | walked up behind him. When he didn't seem to notice my arrival, | hopped up 
cautiously on the stool next to him. He ignored me, but | now he noticed. His cheeks were wet and pink, and his 
eyes were watery and puffy. Great. Now | felt even worse. | didn't know what to say, and | was having 


difficulty swallowing the lump in my throat. Damn it, Duff. 


'I--lm sorry | smacked you..that must have really hurt.But you were hysterical. | didn't know any other way 
to calm you down. | didn't want you to have a panic attack" | said to him gently, watching him the whole time. 
He stared at the drops left in his glass like he'd just been told his whole family had died in a plane crash.His 

normally bright hazel eyes were so empty; they were..voids..the light had just been sucked out of them. Fuck 


me... 


"Another double!" He hiccupped at the bartender, who was casting suspicious eyes at us both. | just shrugged 
hopelessly at the guy. Duff knocked back his shot without so much as a glance in my direction 


"Duff, listen.don't be upset. It isn't the end of the world Please. | hate seeing you like this..you're my best 


friend, man" | croaked. 


That got him. He turned to face me, and | wished immediately that he hadn't. One side of his face was bright 


reddish-purple, the other side just red. His eyes were even puffier than | thought, and tears were flowing 


down his face. His breath hitched. 


" ‘Don't be upset? You want me to be fucking happy, is that it? Sure, let me just completely forget that 
someone else beat me to the man I've been in love with since the day | met him and his drunk, underage 
girlfriend in a corner deli! I'll even do a goddamn dance for you! W--would you like that?" He hiccupped. He'd had 
way too much, he couldn't even sit straight and his watery eyes were unfocused. Plus he slurred every other 
consonant. Meanwhile my heart was sinking further and further into my body, soon my stomach would swallow 
it up. | felt like the lowest human being on Earth for doing this to someone | cared about. But what could | 
have done? | didn't know he felt that way about me until tonight.and | didn’t feel that way about him anyway, 
so it didn't matter. Wow, that made me sound completely heartless. | wanted to make sure Duff was ok, but 


Axl needed my attention too. Fuck, fuck, fuck. Why did this have to happen? 


"Duff, don't drink anymore. Please. You've had enough. It isn’t helping you." | said anxiously. He was swaying even 


worse now. He let out a choked, bitter laugh. 


"How else'm | gonna fuckin'--forget you?" Duff slurred, hiccupping again. "Can't--can't | pretend that you're 
mine jus--jus for a night?" 

And suddenly, he yanked me off my stool with a clawlike grip and into his chest, ramming his jaws onto mine 
and squeezing me against him. His mouth was nothing but alcohol. Duff, no, what the fuck are you doing? Let 
me gol But he had me in a grip so tight that | couldn't get away, let alone move. | tried to pull my face away, 
but he bit my lip and wouldn't slacken his grip even a bit! Goddammit, Duff! 


"Axl, please wait, can't we just talk about this, please?" | heard an approaching voice crying out desperately. 


Wait.that voice! | know that voice! No..it couldn't be! 
A sharp intake of breath..a choked sob..a sob that wasn't Duff's.. 


Finally, | was able to wrench myself free of Duffs tight grip, and | whipped my head at the source of the 


noise so fast | cricked my neck. 


Izzy. Izzy was standing there, mouth ajar, his eyes red and puffy, staring at the scene. What the fuck? 
And..next to him..no..oh no.my breath vanished from my body.. 


Axl.. 


